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THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 


PART  THE  SECOND. 
CHAPTEK  I. 

SIXTY   POUNDS   TO    OLD    JEKYL. 

Standing  on  the  covered  terrace  outside  the  dininof- 
room  at  the  bank,  in  all  the  warm  beauty  of  the  late 
and  lovely  spring  morning,  surrounded  by  luxuriant 
shrubs,  by  the  perfume  of  flowers,  the  green  lawn 
stretching  out  before  her,  the  pleasant  sitting-room 
behind  her,  its  large  window  open  and  its  paintings 
on  the  walls  conspicuous,  was  Maria  Godolphin.  She 
wore  a  morning  dress,  simple  and  pretty  as  of  yore, 
and  her  fair  face  had  lost  none  of  its  beauty,  scarcely 
any  of  its  youth.  To  look  at  her,  you  would  not  think 
that  a  month  had  elapsed  since  she  came  there,  to  her 
home,  after  her  marriage  :  and  yet  the  time,  since  then, 
would  not  be  counted  by  months,  but  by  years.  Six 
years  and  a  half,  turned,  it  is,  since  her  marriage  took 
place,  and  the  little  girl,  whom  Maria  is  holding  by  the 
hand,  is  five  years  old.  Just  now  Maria's  face  is  all 
animation.  She  is  talking  to  the  child,  and  talking 
also  to  Jonathan  and  David  Jekyl :  but  if  you  saw  her 
at   an   unoccupied  moment,   her   face  in  repose,   you 
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might  detect  an  expression  of  settled  sadness  in  it.  It 
arose  from  tlie  loss  of  her  children.  Three  had  died  in 
succession,  one  after  the  other ;  and  this  one,  the  eldest, 
was  the  only  child  remaining  to  her.  A  wondrously 
pretty  little  girl,  her  naked  legs  peeping  between  her 
frilled  drawers  and  her  white  socks ;  with  the  soft  brown 
eyes  of  her  mother,  and  the  Saxon  curls  of  gold  of  her 
father.  With  her  mother's  eyes  the  child  had  inherited 
her  mother's  gentle  temperament :  and  Margery — who 
had  found  in  her  heart  to  leave  Ashlydyat  and  become 
the  nurse  of  George's  children — was  wont  to  say  that 
she  never  had  to  do  with  so  sweet  tempered  a  cliild.  She 
had  been  named  Maria ;  but  the  name,  for  familiar  use, 
was  corrupted  into  Meta :  not  to  clash  with  Maria's. 
She  held  her  mother's  hand,  and,  by  dint  of  stretchiug 
up  on  her  toes,  could  just  bring  her  eyes  above  the 
marble  top  of  the  terrace  balustrade. 

"  Donatan,  why  don't  you  get  that  big  ting,  to-day  ?" 

Jonathan  looked  up,  a  broad  grin  on  his  face.  He 
delio-hted  in  Kttle  children.  He  liked  to  hear  them 
call  him  "Donatan:"  and  the  little  lady  before  him 
was  as  backward  in  the  sound  of  the  "  th,"  as  if  she  had 
been  French.  "  She  means  the  scythe,  ma'am,"'  said 
Jonathan. 

"I  know  she  does,"  said  Maria.  "The  grass  does 
not  want  mowing  to-day,  Meta.  David,  do  you  think 
those  rose-trees  are  backward  ?" 

David  gave  a  grunt.  "  I  should  wonder  if  they  was 
for'ard.  There  ain't  no  rose-trees  for  miles  round,  but 
what  is  back'ard,  except  them  as  have  been  nursed. 
"With  the  cutting  spring  we've  had,  how  be  the  rose- 
trees  to  get  on,  I'd  like  to  Imow  ?" 

Jonathan  looked  round,  his  face  quite  a  sunshine 
compared  to  David's :  his  words  also.      "  They'll  come 
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on  famous  now,  ma'am,  with  this  lovely  weather.  Ten 
days  of  it,  and  we  shall  have  'em  all  out  in  bloom. 
Little  miss  shall  have  a  rare  posy  then,  and  I'll  cut  off 
the  thorns  first." 

"A  big  one,  mind,  Donatan,"  responded  the  young 
lady,  beginning  to  dance  her  feet  about  in  anticipation. 
The  child  had  a  particular  liking  for  roses,  which  Jona- 
than remembered.  She  had  inherited  her  mother's 
great  love  for  flowers. 

"  David,  how  is  your  wife  ?"  asked  jMaria. 

"  I've  not  heard  as  there's  anything  the  matter  with 
her,"  was  David's  phlegmatic  answer,  without  lifting  his 
face  from  the  bed.  He  and  Jonathan  were  both  engaged 
nearly  at  one  spot :  David,  it  must  be  confessed,  getting 
through  more  work  than  Jonathan. 

They  had  kept  that  garden  in  order  for  Mr.  Crosse, 
when  the  bank  was  his  residence.  Also  for  Thomas 
Godolphin  and  his  sisters,  the  short  time  they  had  lived 
there ;  and  afterwards  for  George.  George  had  now  a 
full  complement  of  servants — rather  more  than  a  com- 
plement, indeed — and  one  of  them  might  well  have 
attended  to  that  small  garden.  Janet  had  suggested 
as  much :  but  easy  George  continued  to  employ  the 
Jekyls.  It  was  not  often  that  the  two  attended  to- 
gether ;  as  they  were  doing  on  this  day. 

"  David,"  returned  Maria,  in  answer  to  his  remark, 
"  I  am  sure  you  must  know  that  your  wife  is  often 
ailing.  She  is  anything  but  strong.  Only  she  is 
always  merry  and  in  good  spirits,  and  bo  people  deem 
her  to  be  better  than  she  is.  She  is  quite  a  contrast  to 
you,  David,"  Maria  added,  with  a  smile.  '"You  don't 
talk  and  laugh  much." 

"  Talking  and  laughing  don't  get  on  a  man's  work,  as 
ever  I  heered  on,"  returned  David. 
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"Is  it  true  that  your  father  slipped  yesterday  and 
sprained  his  ankle  ?"  continued  Maria.  "  I  heard  that 
he  did." 

"  True  enough,"  grunted  Dayid. 

"  'Twas  all  along  of  his  good  fortin,  ma'am,"  said 
sunny-tempered  Jonathan.  "  He  was  so  elated  with 
it  that  he  slipped  down  Gaffer  Thorpe's  steps,  where  he 
was  a  going  to  tell  the  news,  and  fell  upon  his  ankle. 
The  damage  ain't  of  much  account.  But  that's  old 
father  all  over !  Prime  him  up  with  a  bit  of  good 
fortin,  and  he's  all  cock-a-hoop." 

"  What  is  the  good  fortune  ?"  asked  Maria. 

"It's  that  money  come  to  him  at  last,  ma'am,  what 
he  had  waited  for  so  long.  I'm  sure  we  had  all  give  it 
up  for  lost :  and  father  he  stewed  and  he  fretted  over  it,  a 
wondering  always  what  was  a  going  to  become  of  him 
in  his  old  age.     "  'Tain't  so  very  much,  neither." 

*'  Sixty  pound  is  sixty  pound,"  grunted  David. 

"  Well,  so  it  is,"  acquiesced  Jonathan.  "  And  father 
he  looks  to  it  to  make  him  more  comfortable  than  he 
could  be  from  his  profits ;  his  honey,  and  his  garden, 
^nd  that.  He  was  like  a  child  last  night,  ma'am,  a 
planning  what  he'd  do  with  it.  I  telled  him  he  had 
better  take  care  not  to  lose  it." 

''Let  him  bring  it  to  the  bank,"  said  Maria.  " Tell 
him  I  say  so,  Jonathan.  It  will  be  safe  here.  He 
might  be  paid  interest  for  it." 

*'  I  will,  ma'am." 

Maria  spoke  the  words  in  hearty  good  faith.  Her 
mind  had  conjured  up  a  vision  of  old  Jekyl  keeping  his 
sixty  pounds  in  his  house,  at  the  foot  of  some  old  stock- 
ing :  and  she  thought  how  easily  he  might  be  robbed  of 
it.  "  Yes,  Jonathan,  tell  him  to  bring  it  here  :  don't 
let  him  keep  it  by  him,  to  lose  it." 
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Maria  had  anotlier  auditor,  of  whose  proximity  she 
was  unconscious.  It  was  her  mother.  JMrs.  Hastings 
had  been  admitted  by  a  servant,  and  came  through  the 
room  to  the  terrace  unheard  by  Maria.  The  little 
girl's  ears — like  all  cliildren^s — were  sharp,  and  she 
turned  her  head,  and  broke  into  a  joyous  cry  of 
"  Grandma  !"     Maria  looked  round. 

'•'  Oh,  mamma  !  I  did  not  know  you  were  here.  Are 
you  quite  well  ?  I  was  busy  talking  to  Jonathan  and 
David,  and  did  not  hear  you.  Old  Jekyl  has  come 
into  a  little  money.  I  tell  them  not  to  let  him  keep  it 
by  him  to  be  lost,  but  to  bring  it  to  the  bank." 

Mrs.  Hastings  withdrew  within  the  room,  and  sat 
down.  jMaria  followed.  She  fancied  her  mother  was 
looking  dispirited. 

"Yes,  child,"  was  Mrs.  Hastings'  reply  to  the  ques- 
tion. "We  have  had  new^s  from  Keginald  this  morning, 
and  the  news  is  not  good.  He  has  been  getting  into 
some  disagreeable  scrape  over  there,  and  it  has  taken 
a  hundred  pounds  or  two  to  get  him  clear.  Which  of 
course  they  come  upon  us  for." 

Maria's  countenance  fell.  '•  Reginald  is  very  unlucky. 
He  seems  always  to  be  getting  into  scrapes." 

"  He  always  is,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings.  "  Vie  thought 
he  could  not  get  into  mischief  at  sea:  but  it  appears 
that  he  does.  The  ship  was  at  Calcutta  still,  but  they 
were  expecting  daily  to  sail  for  home." 

"What  is  it  that  he  has  been  doing  ?"  asked  Maria. 

"  I  do  not  quite  understand  what,"  replied  ^Ii's. 
Hastings.  "I  saw  his  letter,  but  that  was  not  very 
explanatory.  What  it  chiefly  contained  were  expres- 
sions of  contrition,  and  j^i'omises  of  amendment.  The 
captain  WTote  to  your  papa :  and  that  letter  he  would 
not  give  me  to  read.     Your  papa's  motive  was  a  good 
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one,  no  doubt — to  save  me  vexation.  But,  my  dear, 
lie  forgets  that  uncertainty  causes  the  imagination  to 
run  loose,  and  to  conjure  up  fears,  worse,  probably, 
than  the  reality." 

"As  Eeginald  gets  older,  lie  will  get  steadier,"  re- 
marked Maria.  "And  mamma,  whatever  it  may  be, 
your  grieving  over  it  will  not  mend  it." 

'•'True,"  replied  Mrs.  Hastings.  "But,"  she  added, 
with  a  sad  smile,  "  when  your  children  shall  be  as  old 
as  mine,  Maria,  you  will  have  learnt  how  impossible  it 
is  to  a  mother  not  to  grieve.  Have  you  forgotten  the 
old  saying?  *When  our  children  are  young  they  tread 
upon  our  toes ;  but  when  they  get  older  they  tread 
upon  our  hearts.' " 

Little  Miss  Meta  was  treading  upon  her  toes  then. 
The  child's  tiny  shoes  were  dancing  upon  grandmamma's 
in  her  eagerness  to  get  close  to  her,  to  tell  her  that 
Donatan  was  going  to  give  her  a  great  big  handful  of 
roses,  as  soon  as  they  were  blown,  vnth  the  thorns 
cut  off. 

"Come  to  me,  Meta,"  said  Maria.  She  saw  that 
her  mamma  was  not  in  a  mood  to  be  troubled  with 
cliildi-en,  and  she  drew  the  child  on  to  her  own  Imee. 
"  Mamma,  I  am  going  for  a  drive  presently,"  she  con- 
tinued.    "  Would  it  not  do  you  good  to  go  with  me  ?" 

"I  don't  know  that  I  coidd  spare  the  time  this  morn- 
ing," said  Mrs.  Hastings.     "  Are  you  going  far  ?' 

"  I  can  go  far  or  near,  as  you  please,"  replied  Maria. 
"We  have  a  new  carriage,  and  George  told  me  at 
breakfast  that  I  had  better  try  it,  and  see  how  I  liked 
it." 

"  A  new  carriage !"  replied  Mrs.  Hastings,  her  accent 
betraying  some  surprise.  "  Had  you  not  enough  car- 
riages, Maria?" 
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"  In  truth  I  think  we  had,  mamma.  This  new  one 
is  one  that  George  took  a  fancy  to  when  he  was  in 
London  last  week ;  and  he  bought  it." 

"  Child — though  of  course  it  is  no  business  of  mine 
— you  surely  did  not  want  it.  What  sort  of  a  carriage 
is  it?" 

"  It  is  a  large  one  :  a  kind  of  barouche.  It  will  do 
you  good  to  go  out  Avith  me.  I  will  order  it  at  once 
if  you  will  go,  mamma." 

Mrs.  Hastings  did  not  immediately  reply.  She 
appeared  to  have  fallen  into  thought.  Presently  she 
raised  her  head  and  looked  at  Maria. 

"My  dear,  I  have  long  thought  of  mentioning  to 
you  a  certain  subject ;  and  I  think  I  will  do  it  now. 
Strictly  speaking,  it  is,  as  I  say,  no  business  of  mine, 
but  I  cannot  help  being  anxious  for  your  interests." 

Maria  felt  somewhat  alarmed.  It  appeared  a  for- 
midable preamble. 

"  I  and  your  papa  sometimes  talk  it  over,  one  with 
another.  And  we  say  " — Mrs.  Hastings  smiled,  as  if  to 
disarm  her  words  of  their  serious  import — '^that  we 
wisL.  we  could  put  old  heads  upon  young  shoulders. 
Upon  yours  and  your  husband's." 

"But  why  ? — in  what  way  ?"  cried  Maria. 

"My  dear,  if  you  and  he  had  old  heads,  you  would,  I 
think,  see  how  very  wrong  it  is — I  speak  the  word 
only  in  your  interests,  Maria — to  maintain  so  great 
and  expensive  an  estabhshment.  It  must  cost  you 
and  George,  here,  far  more  than  it  costs  them  at 
Ashiydyat." 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  it  does,"  said  Maria. 

"We  do  not  know  what  your  husband's  income 
is " 

"I  do  not  know  it  either,"  spoke  Maria,  for  Mrs* 
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Hastings  had  made  a  pause  and  looked  at  her,  almost 
as  though  she  would  give  opportunity  for  the  informa- 
tion to  be  supplied.  "George  never  sj)eaks  to  me 
upon  money  matters  or  business  affairs." 

"Well,  whatever  it  is,"  resumed  Mrs.  Hastings,  "we 
should  judge  that  he  must  be  living  up  to  every  far- 
thing of  it.  How  much  better  it  would  be  if  you  were 
to  live  more  moderately,  and  put  something  by !" 

"  I  dare  say  it  would,"  acquiesced  Maria.  "  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  mamma,  there  are  times,  when  I  get 
into  a  thoughtful  mood,  that  I  feel  half  frightened 
at  our  expenditure.  But  then  again  I  reflect  that 
George  knows  his  own  affairs  and  his  OAvn  resources 
far  better  than  I  do.  The  expense  is  of  his  insti- 
tuting ;  not  of  mine." 

"  George  is  proverbially  careless,"  significantly  spoke 
Mrs.  Hastings. 

'•'  But,  mamma,  if,  at  the  end  of  one  year,  he  found 
his  expenses  heavier  than  they  ought  to  be,  he  would 
naturally  retrench  them  the  next.  His  not  doing  it 
proves  that  he  can  afford  it." 

"I  am  not  saying,  or  thinking,  that  he  cannot  afford 
it,  Maria,  in  one  sense :  I  do  not  suppose  he  outmns 
his  income.  But  you  might  live  at  half  the  expense, 
and  be  quite  as  comfortable,  jDerhajos  more  so.  Ser- 
vants, carriages,  horses,  dress,  dinner-parties  ! — I  kiiov/ 
you  must  spend  enormously." 

"Well,  so  we  do,"  replied  Maria.  "But,  mamma, 
you  are  perhaps  unaware  that  George  has  an  equal 
share  with  Thomas.  He  has  indeed.  \^  hen  Mr. 
Crosse  retired,  Thomas  told  George  it  should  be  so 
for  the  future." 

''  Did  he !  There  are  not  many  like  Thomas  Go- 
.dolphin.     Still,  Maria,  whatever  may  be  the   income. 
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I  maintain  my  argument,  that  you  keep  up  unnecessary 
stvle  and  extravagance.  Remember,  my  dear,  that  yc^n 
had  no  marriage  settlement.  And,  the  more  you  save, 
the  better  for  your  children.    You  may  have  many  yet." 

"I  think  I  will  talk  to  George  about  it,"  mused 
Maria. 

Of  course  the  past  seven  years  had  not  been  without 
their  changes.  Mr.  Crosse  had  retired  from  the  bank, 
and  Thomas  Godolphin,  in  his  generosity,  immediately 
constituted  his  brother  an  equal  partner.  He  had  not 
been  so  previously.  Neither  had  it  been  contemplated 
by  Sir  George  in  his  lifetime  that  it  was  so  to  be,  yet 
a  while :  the  state  maintained  at  Ashlydyat  took  more 
to  keep  it  uj)  than  the  quiet  w-ay  in  which  it  was 
supposed  George  would  live  at  the  bank,  and  Thomas 
was  the  representative  Godolphin.  But  Thomas  Go- 
dolphin  Avas  incapable  of.  any  conduct  bordering  in  the 
remotest  degree  upon  covetousness  or  meanness :  they 
were  the  sons  of  one  father;  and  though  there  was 
the  difference  in  their  ages,  and  he  was  the  chief  of  the 
Godolphins,  he  made  George's  share  equal  to  his  ovm. 

It  was  well  perhaps  that  he  did  so.  Otherwise 
George  might  have  got  into  shoals  and  quicksands. 
He  appeared  to  have  no  notion  of  living  quietly  :  had 
he  possessed  the  great  purse  of  Fortunatus,  which  had 
no  bottom,  we  are  told,  and  was  always  full  of  gold, 
he  could  not  have  been  much  more  careless  of  money. 
Eumour  went,  too,  that  all  Mr.  George's  wild  oats 
(bushels  of  which,  you  may  remember  to  have  heard, 
Prior's  Ash  gave  him  credit  for)  were  not  yet  sown : 
and  wild  oats  run  away  with  an  awful  deal  of  money. 
Perhaps  the  only  person  in  all  Prior's  Ash,  who  be- 
lieved George  Godolphin  to  be  a  saint,  or  next  door  to 
one,  was  Maria.     Best  that  she  should  think  so  !     But, 
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extravagant  as  George  was,  tlie  suspicion  that  he  lived 
beyond  his  income,  was  never  glanced  at.  Sober 
people,  such  as  the  rector  of  All  Souls'  and  Mrs. 
Hastings,  would  say  in  private  what  a  pity  it  was  that 
Greorge  did  not  think  of  saving  for  his  family.  Ample 
as  the  income,  present  and  future,  arising  from  the 
bank  might  be,  it  could  not  be  undesirable  to  know 
that  a  nest  egg  was  accumulating.  Thomas  might 
have  suggested  this  to  George:  gossips  surmised  that 
he  did  so,  and  that  George  let  the  suggestion  go  for 
nothing.  They  were  wrong.  Whatever  lectures  Janet 
may  have  seen  fit  to  give  him,  Thomas  gave  him  none. 
Thomas  was  not  one  to  interfere,  or  play  the  mentor : 
and  Thomas  had  a  strong  silent  conviction  within  him, 
that  ere  very  long  George  would  come  into  Ashlydyat. 
The  conviction  was  born  of  his  inward  feelings,  of  his 
suspected  state  of  health.  He  might  be  wi'ong :  but  he 
believed  he  was  not.  Ashlydyat  George's  ;  the  double 
income  from  the  bank  George's — where  was  the  need 
to  tell  him  now  to  save  ? 

The  Eeverend  3Ii\  Hastings  had  had  some  trouble 
with  his  boys  :  insomuch  as  that  they  had  turned  their 
faces  agaiost  the  career  he  had  marked  out  for  them. 
Isaac,  the  eldest,  destined  for  the  church,  had  declined 
to  qualify  himself  for  it  when  he  came  to  years  of 
discretion.  After  some  uncertainty,  and  what  Mr. 
Hastings  called  '•  knocking  about " — which  meant  that 
he  was  doing  nothing  when  he  ought  to  have  been  at 
work  :  and  that  state  of  affau's  lasted  for  a  year  or  two 
— Isaac  won  3Iaria  over  to  his  side.  Maria,  in  her 
tiu*n,  won  over  George ;  and  Isaac  was  admitted  to  the 
bank.  He  held  a  good  post  in  it  now  :  the  brother  of 
Mrs.  George  Godolphin  was  not  left  to  rise  by  chance 
or  priority.      A  handsome   young   man  of  three-and- 
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twenty,  was  lie ;  steady ;  and  displaying  an  aptitude 
for  business  beyond  his  years.  Many  a  one  deemed 
that  Isaac  Hastings,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view,  had 
done  well  in  quitting  the  uncertain  prospects  offered 
by  the  church,  for  a  clerkship  in  the  house  of  Godol- 
phin.  He  might  rise  sometime  to  be  a  partner  in  it. 
Reginald  had  also  declined  the  career  marked  out  for 
him.  Some  government  appointment  had  been  pro- 
mised him :  in  fact,  had  been  given  him  :  but  Eeginald 
would  hear  of  nothing  but  the  sea.  It  angered  Mr. 
Hastings  much.  One  of  the  last  men,  w^as  he,  to  force 
a  boy  into  the  Church  ;  nay,  to  allow  a  boy  to  enter  it, 
unless  he  evinced  a  special  liking  for  it,  therefore  Isaac 
had,  on  that  score,  got  off  pretty  free  :  but  he  was  not 
one  of  the  last  men  to  force  a  boy  to  work,  who 
displayed  a  taste  for  idleness.  Eeginald  argued  that 
he  should  lead  a  far  more  idle  life  in  a  government 
office,  than  he  should  have  a  chance  of  doing  if  he 
went  to  sea.  He  was  right,  so  far.  Mrs.  Hastings  had 
a  special  horror  of  the  sea.  Mothers,  as  a  general  rule, 
have.  She  set  her  face — and  Mr.  Hastings  had  also 
set  his — against  Eeginald's  sea  visions ;  which,  truth  to 
say,  had  commenced  with  his  earliest  years. 

However,  Eeginald  and  inclination  proved  too  strong 
for  the  opposition.  The  government  post  had  to  be 
declined  wdth  thanks ;  and  to  sea  he  went.  Not  into 
the  navy  :  the  boy  had  become  too  old  for  it :  but  into 
the  merchant  service.  A  good  service,  the  firm  he 
entered  :  but  a  very  expensive  one.  The  premium  was 
high ;  the  outfit  was  high ;  the  yearly  sum  that  went  in 
expenses  while  he  was,  what  is  called,  a  midshipman, 
was  high.  Mr.  Hastings  remonstrated  as  to  the  latter. 
Reginald  replied  that  he  must  have  what  tlie  other 
middies  had,  and  do  as  they  did.     He  continued  also  to 
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get  tlirougli  a  tolerable  account  of  petty  sums  on  his 
private  score,  which  Mr.  Hastings  had  to  make  good. 
Altogether  Eeginald  was  a  great  expense.  Harry  was 
keeping  his  first  term  at  College.  He  had  chosen  the 
Church  of  his  own  free  will  :  and  was  qualifying  for  it. 
Grace  was  married.  And  Rose  was  growing  up  to  be 
as  pretty  as  Maria. 

"  Maria,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings,  '•'  if  I  am  to  go  out  with 
you  to-day,  why  should  we  not  call  upon  Mrs.  Averil? 
I  have  been  wantins^  to  see  her  for  some  time." 

"I  will  call  with  pleasure,"  was  Maria's  answer. 
'•'  As  well  go  a  long  drive  as  a  short  one.  Then  we 
should  start  at  once." 

She  rang  the  bell  as  she  spoke.  To  order  the 
carriage,  and  for  Margery  to  come  and  take  Miss  j\Ieta. 
The  latter,  who  had  played  the  trick  before,  suddenly 
broke  from  Margery,  and  dashed  into  the  bank  parlour. 
She  had  learned  to  open  the  door. 

G-eorge  by  good-luck  happened  to  be  alone.  He 
affected  great  anger,  and  Margery  also  scolded  sharply. 
George  had  been  sitting  at  a  table,  bending  over  ac- 
count  books,  his  spirit  weary,  his  brow  knit.  His  as- 
sumed anger  did  not  tell :  for  he  caught  up  the  child 
the  next  moment  and  covered  her  face  with  kisses. 
Then  he  carried  her  into  the  dining-room  to  Maria. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  with  this  naughty  child,  mamma  ? 
She  came  bm-sting  in  upon  me  like  a  gi-eat  fierce  lion. 
I  must  buy  a  real  lion  and  keep  Inm  in  the  closet,  and 
let  him  loose  if  she  does  it  again.  Meta  won't  like  to 
be  eaten  up." 

Meta  laughed  confidently.  "Papa  won't  let  a  lion 
touch  Meta." 

"  You  saucy  child  !"  But  George's  punishment  con- 
sisted only  of  more  kisses. 
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*•  We  are  going  to  call  on  Mrs.  Averil,  George,"  said 
Maria.  "  Can  you  accompany  us  ?  It  is  a  long  while 
since  you  were  there,  and  you  know  how  pleased  she 
would  be  to  see  you." 

"  I  can't,"  replied  George.  ''  Thomas  has  not  come 
this  morning." 

His  wife  looked  at  him  wistfully.  A  look  which 
seemed  to  say  she  thought  he  might  come  if  he  would. 
George  answered  it. 

"  It's  quite  impossible,  Maria.  Thomas  has  not  been 
with  us  so  much  of  late.  I  suppose  he  thinks  that  I, 
being  the  youngest,  should  take  the  manager's  share  of 
work.     Is  Met  a  going  ?" 

Maria  had  not  intended  that  slie  should  go.  She 
glanced  towards  the  child  with  indecision.  IMargery, 
^\•ho  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  pretty  much  what  she 
chose,  put  in  her  word. 

'•'If  you  go  without  the  child,  ma'am,  Mrs.  Averil 
will  not  thank  you.  Don^t  you  remember,  last  time, 
telling  me  that  she  cried  over  it,  because  Miss  Meta 
was  not  taken  ?  I  think  the  wishes  of  the  sick  should 
be  studied  a  bit." 

"  If  I  take  Meta  I  must  take  you  also,  Margery.  I 
cannot  have  the  trouble  of  her  in  the  carriage.'^ 

"I  shan't  hinder  time,"  was  Margery^s  response. 
*•'  My  bonnet  and  shawl's  soon  claj)ped  on.  Come 
along,  child.     I'll  dress  you  at  once.^'' 

She  went  off  with  Meta,  waiting  for  no  further  per- 
mission. George  stepped  out  on  the  terrace,  to  see 
A\  hat  Jonathan  and  David  were  about.  Maria  took  the 
oijportunity  to  tell  him  of  the  sixty  pounds  which  had 
rome  to  old  Jekyl,  and  that  she  had  advised  its  being 
brought  to  the  bank  to  be  taken  care  of. 


14  THE   SHADOW   OF   ASHLYDYAT. 

"  Wh^t  money  is  it  ?  Where  does  it  come  from  ?" 
inquired  George  of  the  men. 

"  It's  the  money,  sir,  as  were  left  to  father  this  three 
year  ago,  from  that  there  dead  uncle  of  oiirn/'  returned 
Jonathan.  "  But  the  lawj^ers,  sir,  they  couldn't  agi-ee, 
and  it  was  never  paid  over.  Now  there  have  been  a 
trial  over  it,  something  about  the  will ;  and  father  have 
had  notice  that  it's  ready  for  him,  all  the  sixty  pound." 

"We  will  take  care  of  it  for  him,  and  pay  him 
interest,  tell  him,  if  he  chooses  to  leave  it  here,^^ 
said  George. 

*'  I'll  tell  him  sure  enough,  sir.    He's  safe  to  bring  it." 

The  carriage  was  at  the  door  in  due  course,  and  they 
were  ready  for  it.  A  handsome  carriage;  acknow- 
ledged to  be  so  by  even  Mrs.  Hastings.  George  came 
out  to  hand  them  in.  Miss  Meta,  a  pretty  little 
dressed-up  fairy ;  Margery,  plain  and  old-fashioned ; 
Mrs.  Hastings,  quiet  and  ladylike;  Maria,  beautiful. 
Her  hand  lins^ered  in  her  husband's. 

"  I  wish  you  were  coming,  George,"  she  bent  from 
the  carriage  to  whisper. 

"  It  must  wait  for  another  time,  my  dearest." 

Although  nearly  seven  years  a  wife,  the  world  still 
contained  no  idol  for  Maria  like  George  Godolphin. 
She  loved,  respected,  reverenced  him.  Nothing,  as 
yet,  had  shaken  her  faith  in  her  husband.  The  Little 
tales,  making  free  with  Mr,  George's  name,  which  would 
now  and  then  be  flying  about  Prior's  Ash,  had  never 
reached  the  ears  of  Maria. 

They  had  a  seven-mile  drive.  The  Honom-able  Mrs. 
Averil,  who  was  growing  in  years,  and  had  become  an 
invalid,  was  delighted  to  see  them.  She  kept  them  for 
two  or  three  hours,  and  wanted  to  keep  them  for  the 
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day.  It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  they  returned 
to  Prior's  Ash. 

They  met  a  cavalcade  on  entering  the  town.  A 
riding-party,  consisting  of  several  ladies  and  one  or 
two  gentlemen,  followed  by  some  grooms.  Somewhat 
apart  from  the  rest,  midway  between  the  party  and  the 
grooms,  rode  two  abreast,  laughing,  animated,  upon  the 
best  of  terms  with  each  other.  The  lady  sat  her  horse 
unusually  well.  She  was  slightly  larger,  but  not  a  whit 
less  handsome,  than  on  the  day  you  first  saw  her,  at  the 
meet  of  the  hounds  :  Charlotte  Pain.  He,  gay  George 
— for  it  was  no  other — was  riding  carelessly,  half  turn- 
ing on  his  horse,  his  fair  curls  bending  towards  Char- 
lotte. 

"  Papa !  papa !"  shrieked  out  Meta,  joyously. 

George  turned  hastily,  but  the  carriage  had  then 
passed.  So  occuj^ied  had  he  been,  making  himself 
agreeable,  that  he  had  positively  not  seen  it.  Charlotte 
had.  Charlotte  had  bowed.  Bowed  to  Maria  with  a 
look  of  cool  assurance,  of  triumph — as  much  as  to  say, 
You  are  sitting  alone,  and  your  husband  is  with  me. 
At  least,  it  might  have  worn  that  appearance  to  one 
given  to  flights  of  fancy.  Which  Maria  was  not ;  and 
she  returned  the  bow  with  a  pleasant  smile.  She 
caught  George's  eye  when  he  turned,  and  a  flush  of 
pleasiu-e  lighted  her  face.  George  nodded  to  her 
cordially,  and  raised  liis  hat,  sending  back  a  smile  at 
the  idea  of  his  not  having  seen  her. 

"  It  was  papa,  was  it  not,  darling  ?"  said  Maria,  glee- 
fully, bending  over  to  her  little  girl. 

But  Maria  did  not  notice  that  Margery's  head  had 
given  itself  a  peculiar  toss  at  sight  of  George's  com- 
panion ;  or  that  a  severe  ^expression  had   crossed  the 
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face  of  Mrs.  Hastings.     An  expression  wliich  slie  in- 
stantly smoothed,  lest  Maria  slionld  see  it. 

The  fact  was,  that  gossiping  Prior's  Ash  had  for 
some  time  coupled  together  the  names  of  George 
Godolphin  and  Charlotte  Pain^  in  its  usual  free  manner. 
No  need,  one  would  think,  for  Mrs.  Hastings  or  Margery 
to  pay  heed  to  such  tattle  :  for  they  knew  well  what 
half  the  stories  of  Prior's  Ash  were  worth. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

WHY   DID    IT   ANGER    HIM? 

The  drawing-rooms  at  Lady  Godolpliiu's  Folly  were 
teeming  with  liglit,  with  noise,  with  company.  The 
Verralls  lived  in  it  yet.  Lady  Godolphin  had  never 
given  them  their  dismissal :  but  they  did  not  spend  so 
much  time  in  it  as  formerly.  London,  or  elsewhere, 
appeared  to  claim  them  for  the  greater  portion  of  the 
year.  One  year  they  did  not  come  to  it  at  all.  Some-, 
times  only  Mrs.  Yerrall  would  be  sojourning  at  it ;  her 
husband  away :  indeed,  their  residence  there  was  most 
irregular.  Mrs.  Yerrall  Avas  away  at  present :  it  was 
said  at  the  sea-side. 

A  dinner-party  had  taken  place  that  day.  A  gentle- 
man's party.  It  was  not  often  that  Mr.  Verrall  gave 
one :  but  when  he  did,  it  was  thoroughly  well  done. 
George  Godolphin  did  not  give  better  dinners  than  did 
Mr.  Verrall.  The  only  promised  guest  who  had  failed 
in  his  attendance  was  Thomas  Godolphin.  Very  rarely 
indeed  did  he  accept  of  the  invitations  to  the  Folly.  If 
thei'e  was  one  man  in  all  the  county  to  whom  Mr. 
VerraU  seemed  inclined  to  pay  court,  to  treat  with 
marked  consideration  and  respect,  that  man  was  Thomas 
Godolphin.     Thomas  nearly  ■  always  dechuod  ;  declined 
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courteously ;  in  a  manner  wliicli  could  not  afford  the 
slightest  loophole  for  offence.  He  was  of  quiet  habits, 
not  strong  in  health  of  late,  and  though  he  had  to  give 
dinner-j^arties  himself,  and  attend  some  of  George's  in 
the  way  of  business,  his  friends  nearly  all  were  kind 
enough  to  excuse  his  frequenting  theirs  in  return. 

This  time,  however,  Thomas  Godolphin  had  yielded 
to  Mr.  Yerrall's  pressing  entreaties,  made  in  person, 
and  promised  to  be  present.  A  promise  which  was  not 
— as  it  proved — to  be  kept.  All  the  rest  of  the  guests 
had  assembled,  and  they  were  only  waiting  the  appear- 
ance of  Mr.  GodoljDhin  to  sit  down,  when  a  hasty  note 
arrived  from  Janet.  Mr.  Godolphin  had  been  taken  ill 
in  dressing,  and  was  entii'ely  unable  to  attend.  So 
they  dined  without  him. 

The  dinner  was  over  now.  And  the  guests,  most  of 
them,  had  gone  to  the  drawing-rooms ;  teeming,  I  say, 
then,  with  light,  with  the  hum  of  many  voices,  with 
heat.  A  few  had  gone  home ;  a  few  had  taken  cigars 
and  were  strolling  outside  the  dining-room  windows  in 
the  bright  moonlight :  some  were  taking  coffee  ;  and 
some  were  fihting  with  Charlotte  Pain. 

Mrs.  Pain  now,  you  remember.  But  Charlotte  has 
worn  weeds  for  her  husband  since  you  last  saw  her, 
and  is  free  again.  About  four  years  after  their 
marriage,  the  death  of  Eodolf  Pain  appeared  in  the 
county  papers.  Kone  of  the  Yerralls  were  at  the 
Folly  at  the  time  ;  but  Charlotte  in  her  \^idow's  dress 
came  to  it  almost  immediately  afterwards,  to  sob  out 
her  sorrow  in  retirement.  Charlotte  emerged  from  her 
widowhood  gayer  than  before.  She  rode  more  horses, 
she  kept  more  dogs,  she  astonished  Prior's  Ash  with 
her  extraordinary  modes  of  attire,  she  was  altogether 
"  faster  "  than  ever.     Charlotte  had  never  once  visited 
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the  neiglibourliood  during  lier  married  life;  but  she 
appeared  to  be  inclined  to  make  up  for  it  now,  for  she 
chiefly  stayed  at  it.  When  the  Verralls,  one  or  both, 
would  be  away,  Charlotte  remained  at  the  Folly,  its 
mistress.  She  held  her  court ;  she  gave  entertainment ; 
she  visited  on  her  own  score.  Eumour  went  that  j\Irs. 
Pain  had  been  left  very  well  off :  and  that  she  shared 
with  Mr.  Yerrall  the  expense  of  the  Folly. 

Charlotte  managed  to  steer  tolerably  clear  of  ill- 
natured  tongues.  Latterly,  indeed,  people  had  got  to 
say  that  Mr.  George  Godolphin  was  at  the  Folly  more 
than  he  need  be.  But,  it  was  certain  that  George  and 
Mr.  Yerrall  were  upon  most  intimate  terms :  and  Mr. 
Verrall  had  been  staying  at  the  Folly  a  good  deal  of 
late.  George  of  course  would  have  said  that  his  visits 
there  were  paid  to  Mr.  Verrall.  Charlotte  was  popular 
in  the  neighbourhood,  rather  than  otherwise  ;  with  the 
ladies  as  well  as  with  the  gentlemen. 

Eesplendent  is  Charlotte  to-night  in  a  white  silk 
dress  with  silver  spots  upon  it.  It  is  a  really  beautiful 
dress :  but  one  of  a  quieter  kind  would  have  been  more 
suitable  for  this  occasion.  Charlotte  had  not  appeared 
at  the  dinner,  and  there  was  not  the  least  necessity  for 
her  to  embellish  herself  in  this  manner  to  receive  them 
in  the  drawing-room.  Charlotte  was  one,  however,  who 
did  as  she  pleased ;  in  the  matter  of  dress,  as  in  other 
things,  setting  custom  and  opinion  at  defiance.  Her 
hau'  is  taken  from  her  face  and  wound  roimd  and  round 
her  head  artistically,  in  conjimction  with  a  white  and 
silver  wreath.  White  and  silver  ornaments  are  on  her 
neck  and  arms,  and  a  choice  bouquet  of  white  hot-Iiouse 
flowers  serves  her  to  toy  with.  Just  now,  however,  the 
bouquet  is  discarded,  and  lies  on  the  table  near  her 
elbow,  for  her  elbow  is  resting  there  as  she  sits.     She 
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is  coquetting  witli  a  white  and  silver  fan,,  gently  wafting 
it  before  her  face  ;  her  sparkling  eyes  glancing  over  its 
rim  at  a  gentleman,  who  stands,  coffee-cup  in  hand, 
bending  down  to  her. 

It  is  not  George  Godolphin.  So  do  not  let  your 
imagination  run  off  to  him.  For  all  the  world  saw, 
George  and  Charlotte  were  as  decorous  of  behaviour 
with  each  other  as  need  be  :  and  where  Prior's  Ash  was 
picking  up  its  ill-natured  scandal  from,  Prior's  Ash  best 
knew.  Others  talked  and  laughed  with  Charlotte  as 
much  as  George  did  ;  rode  with  her,  admired  her. 

The  gentleman,  bending  down  to  her  now,  appears  to 
admire  her.  A  tall,  handsome  man  of  eight -and-thirty 
years,  with  clearly-cut  features,  and  dark  luminous 
eyes.  He  is  the  nephew  of  that  Mrs.  Averil  to  whom 
Maria  and  Mrs.  Hastings  went  to  pay  a  visit.  He  has 
been  away  from  the  neighbourhood,  until  recently,  for 
nearly  three  years;  and  this  is  the  first  time  he  has 
seen  Charlotte  at  Prior's  Ash  since  she  was  Mrs.  Pain. 

What  does  Charlotte  promise  to  herself  by  thus 
flirting  with  him — by  laying  her  charms  out  to  attract 
him  ? — as  she  is  evidentlv  doins:.  Is  she  thinkins^  to 
make  a  second  marriage  ?  to  win  him,  as  she  once 
thought  to  win  George  Godolphin?  Scarcely.  One 
gentleman  in  the  vicinity,  who  had  thrown  himself  and 
his  fortune  at  Charlotte's  feet — and,  neither  fortune  nor 
gentleman  could  be  reckoned  despicable — had  been 
rejected  wath  an  assurance  that  she  should  never  marry 
again ;  and  she  spoke  it  with  an  earnestness  that  left 
no  doubt  of  her  sincerity.  Charlotte  liked  her  own 
liberty  too  well.  She  was  no  doubt  perfectly  aware 
that  every  husband  would  not  feel  inclined  to  accord  it 
to  her  so  entirely  as  had  poor  Eodolf  Pain.  He — the 
one  with  the  coffee-cup,  talking  to  her — is  plunging 
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into  a  sea  of  blunders.  As  you  may  hear  speedily,  if 
you  listen  to  what  he  is  saying. 

"  Yes,  I  have  come  back  to  find  many  things 
changed,"  he  was  observing;  "things  and  people. 
Time,  though  but  in  a  three  years'  flight,  leaves  its 
mark  behind  it,  Mrs.  Pain.  If  you  will  allow  me  to 
remark  it,  I  would  say  that  you  are  nearly  the  only  one 
whom  it  has  not  changed — save  for  the  better." 

"Your  lordship  has  not  forgotten  your  talent  for 
flattery,  I  perceive,"  was  Charlotte's  rejoinder. 

"'  Nay^  but  I  speak  with  no  flattery ;  I  mean  what  I 
say,"  was  the  peer's  reply,  given  in  an  earnest  spirit. 
He  was  an  admu-er  of  beauty ;  he  admired  Charlotte's  : 
but  to  flatter  was  not  one  of  the  failings  of  Lord  Averil. 
Neither  had  he  any  ulterior  view,  save  that  of  passing 
ten  minutes  of  the  evening  agreeably  with  Charlotte's 
help,  ere  he  took  his  departure.  If  Charlotte  thought 
he  had,  she  was  mistaken.  Lord  Averil 's  affections  and 
hopes  were  given  to  one  very  different  from  Charlotte 
Pain. 

"  But  it  must  be  considerably  more  than  three  years 
since  I  saw  you,"  resumed  Lord  Averil.  "  It  must  be 
— I  should  think — nearer  seven.  You  did  not  return 
to  Prior's  Ash — if  I  remember  rightly — after  you  left  it 
on  your  marriage." 

"  I  did  not  return  to  it,"  replied  Charlotte :  "  but 
you  have  seen  me  since  then,  Lord  Averil.  Ah  !  your 
memory  is  treacherous.  Don't  you  recollect  accosting 
me  in  Kotten  Kow  ?  It  was  soon  after  you  lost  your 
wife." 

Did  Charlotte  intend  that  as  a  shaft  ?  Lord  Averil's 
cheek  burnt  as  he  endeavoured  to  recall  the  reminiscence. 
'•  I  think  I  remember  it,"  he  slowly  said.  "  It  was  just 
before  I  v/ent   abroad.     Yes,  I    do  remember  it,"  he 
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added,  after  a  pause.  "  You  were  riding  witli  a  young, 
fair  man.  And — did  you  not — really  I  beg  your 
pardon  if  I  am  wrong — did  you  not  introduce  liim  to 
me  as  Mr.  Pain  ?" 

"  It  was  Mr.  Pain,"  replied  Charlotte. 

"  I  hope  he  is  well.  He  is  not  here  probably  ?  I 
did  not  see  him  at  table,  I  think." 

Charlotte's  face — I  mean  its  complexion — was  got  up 
in  the  fashion.  But  the  crimson  colour  that  suffused  it 
would  have  penetrated  all  the  powder  and  cosmetics 
extant,  let  them  have  been  laid  on  ever  so  profusely. 
She  was  really  agitated  :  could  not  for  the  time  speak. 
Another  moment,  and  she  turned  deadly  pale.  Let  us 
admire  her,  at  any  rate,  for  this  feeling  shown  to  her 
departed  husband. 

"  My  husband  is  dead,  Lord  Averil." 

Lord  Averil  felt  shocked  at  his  blunder.  "  You  must 
forgive  me,  Mrs.  Pain,"  he  said,  in  a  gentle  voice,  his 
tone,  his  manner,  evincmg  the  deepest  sympathy.  "  I 
had  no  idea  of  it.  No  one  has  mentioned  it  to  me  since 
my  return.  The  loss,  I  infer,  cannot  be  a  very  recent 
one." 

Li  point  of  fact,  Mr.  Pain's  demise  had  occurred  im- 
mediately after  the  departure  of  Lord  Averil  from 
England.  Charlotte  is  telling  him  so.  It  could  not, 
she  thinks,  have  been  more  than  a  week  or  two  subse- 
quent to  it. 

"  Then  he  could  not  have  been  ill  long,"  remarked 
his  lordship.     "  What  was  the  cause " 

"  Oh  pray  do  not  make  me  recall  it !"  interrupted 
Charlotte,  in  a  tone  of  pain.  "  He  died  suddenly :  but 
— it  was  altogether  very  distressing.  Distressing  to  me, 
and  distressing  in  its  attendant  circumstances." 

An  idea  flashed  over  the  mind  of  Lord  Averil  that 
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the  circumstances  of  the  death  must  have  been  peculiar : 
in  short,  that  Mr.  Pain  might  have  committed  suicide. 
If  he  was  wrong,  Charlotte's  manner  w^as^to  blame.  It 
was  from  that  he  gathered  the  thought.  ^  That  the 
subject  was  a  most  unwelcome  one,  there  could  be  no 
doubt :   she  palpably  shrank  from  it. 

Murmuring  again  a  few  clear  words  of  considerate 
apology,  Lord  Averil  changed  the  conversation,  and 
presently  said  adieu  to  Charlotte. 

"  You  surely  are  not  thinking  of  going  yet  ?"  cried 
Charlotte,  retaining  his  hand,  and  recovering  all  i^her 
lightness  of  manner.  "  They  are  setting  out  the  whist- 
tables." 

"  I  do  not  play.  I  have  a  visit  to  payjyet  to  a  sick 
friend,"  he  added,  glancing  at  his  watch.  "  I  shall  be 
in  time." 

"But  I  do  not  think  your  carriage  is  here,"  urged 
Charlotte,  who  would  fain  have  detained  him. 

"  I  am  sui-e  it  is  not  here,"  was  the  peer's  answer. 
"I  did  not  order  it  to  come.  It  is  a  fine  nio:ht,  and: I 
shall  walk  to  Prior's  Ash." 

He  looked  round  for  Mr.  Verrall.  He  could  not  see 
him.  In  at  one  room,  in  at  another,  looked  he ;  out 
upon  the  terrace,  away  before  the  dining-room  window 
amidst  the  smokers.  But  there  was  no  Mr.  Verrall: 
and  Lord  Averil,  impatient  to  be  gone,  finally  departed 
without  wishing  his  host  good-night. 

Mr.  Verrall  had  strolled  out  into  the  moonlight,  and 
was  in  low,  earnest  conversation  with  George  Godolphin. 
They  had  got  as  far  as  that  stream  on  which  you  saw 
George  rowing  the  day  of  Mrs.  Verrall's  fete,  wh(Mi  I  e 
so  nearly  cauglit  his  death.  Standing  on  the  arclicd 
wooden  bridge,  which  crossed  it  to  the  mock  ishmd, 
they   leaned   forward,    their   arms   on   its   rail.^\      Mr. 
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Verrall  was  smoking :  George  Godolphin  appeared  to  be 
too  ill  at  ease  to  smoke.  His  brow  was  knit;  bis  face 
bot  witb  care.  As  fast  as  be  wiped  tbe  drops  from  bis 
brow  tbey  gatbered  tbere  again. 

"Don't  worry,  lad,"  said  Mr.  Verrall.  "It  always 
bas  come  rigbt,  and  it  will  come  rigbt  now.  Never  fear. 
You  will  receive  news  from  London  to-morrow  ;  tbere's 
little  doubt  of  it." 

"  But  it  ougbt  to  bave  come  to-day,  Verrall." 

"It  ^vill  come  to-morrow  safe  enougb.  And^ — you 
know  tbat  you  may  always  count  upon  me." 

"  I  know  I  may.  But  look  at  tbe  awful  cost, 
VerraU." 

"  Poob,  poob !  Wbat  bas  put  you  in  tbis  mood  to- 
nigbt?" 

"I  don't  know,"  said  George,  wringing  tbe  damp 
from  bis  brow.  "  Tbe  not  bearing  from  town,  I  tbink. 
Verrall?" 

"Wbat?" 

"  Suppose,  wben  I  do  bear,  it  sbould  not  be  favour- 
able ?    I  feel  in  a  fever  wben  I  tbink  of  it." 

"  You  took  too  mucb  of  tbat  beating  port  tbis 
evening,"  said  Mr.  Verrall. 

"  I  dare  say  I  did,"  returned  George.  "  A  man  at 
ease  may  let  tbe  wine  pass  bim:  but  one,  worried  to 
deatb,  is  glad  of  it  to  drown  care." 

"  Worried  to  deatb !"  repeated  Mr.  Verrall,  in  a  re- 
proving tone. 

"  It's  next  door  to  it.  Look  tbere !  tbey  bave  tracked 
us. and  are  coming  in  searcb." 

Two  or  tbree  dark  forms  were  discerned  in  tbe 
distance,  nearer  tbe  FoUy.  Mr.  Verrall  passed  bis  arm 
\^itbin  George  Godolpbin's  and  led  bim  towards  tbe 
bouse. 
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*'I  think  I'll  go  home,"  said  George.  "I  am  not 
company  for  a  dog  to-night." 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Mr.  Verrall.  "  The  tables  are 
ready.     1  want  to  give  you  your  revenge." 

For  once  in  his  life — and  it  was  a  notable  exception 
— George  Godolphin  actually  resisted  the  temiDtation  of 
the  "  tables  ;"  of  the  chance  of  "  revenge."  He  had  a 
heavy  trouble  upon  him ;  a  great  fear ;  perhaps  more 
than  Mr.  Yerrall  knew  of.  Ay,  he  had  !  But  who 
would  have  suspected  it  of  gay,  careless  George,  who 
had  been  so  brilliant  at  the  dinner-table?  He  for- 
swore for  that  one  night  the  attractions  of  the  Folly, 
including  syren  Charlotte,  and  went  straight  home. 

It  was  not  much  past  ten  when  he  reached  the  bank. 
Maria  Avas  astonished :  the  Yerrall  dinner-parties  were 
generally  late  affairs.  She  was  sitting  alone,  reading. 
In  her  glad  surprise  she  ran  to  him  with  an  exclamation 
of  welcome. 

George  pressed  her  tenderly  to  him,  and  his  manner 
was  gay  and  careless  agam.  AYliatever  scandal  Prior's 
Ash  might  choose  to  talk  of  George,  he  had  not  3'et 
begun  to  neglect  his  wife. 

"It  was  rather  humdrum,  darling,  and  I  got  tired," 
he  said  in  answer  to  her  questions.  "  What  have  you 
been  doing  with  yourself?  Have  you  been  alone  all 
the  evening  ?" 

"Since  mamma  left.  She  went  home  after  tea. 
George,  I  want  to  tell  you  something  mamma  has  been 
talking  of ;  has  been  suggesting." 

George  stretched  himself  on  the  sofa,  as  if  he  were 
weary.  Maria  edged  herself  on  to  it,  and  sat  facing 
him,  holding  his  hand  while  she  talked. 

'•  It  was  the  new  carriage  that  brought  the  subject  up, 
George.     Mamma  introduced  it  this   morning.      She 
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says  we  are  living  at  too  great  an  expense ;  that  we 
oiiglit  not  to  S23end  more  than  half  what  we  do " 

What  ?"  shouted  George,  starting  up  from  the  sofa  as 
if  he  had  been  electrified. 

Maria  felt  electrified ;  electrified  by  the  sudden  move- 
ment,  the  word,  the  tone  of  anger.  Nay,  it  was  not 
anger  alone  that  it  bore,  but  dismay ;  fear — she  could 
hardly  tell  its  sound.  "  George,"  she  gasped,  ''  what  is 
the  matter  ?" 

"Tell  me  what  it  is  that  Mrs.  Hastin2:s  lias  been 
saying." 

"  George,  I  think  you  must  have  mistaken  my  words," 
was  all  that  Maria  could  reply  in  the  first  moment, 
feeling  truly  uncomfortable.  "  Mamma  said  this  morn- 
ing that  it  was  a  pity  we  did  not  hve  at  less  expense, 
and  save  money ;  that  it  would  be  desirable  for  the 
sake  of  Meta  and  any  other  children  we  may  have.  I 
said  I  thought  it  would  be  desirable,  and  that  I  would 
suggest  it  to  you.     That  was  all." 

George  gazed  at  Maria  searchingly  for  the  space  of  a 
minute  or  two.     "  Has  Prior's  Ash  been  saying  this  ?" 

"  Oh,  no." 

"Good.  Tell  Mrs.  Hastings,  Maria,  that  we  are 
capable  of  regulating  our  o\sti  affaii's  without  inter- 
ference.    I  do  not  desire  it,  nor  will  I  admit  it." 

Maria  sat  do^^m  to  the  table  with  her  book ;  the  one 
she  had  been  reading  when  George  came  in.  She  put 
her  hands  up,  as  if  absorbed  in  reading,  but  her  tears 
were  dropping.  She  had  never  had  an  ill  word  with 
her  husband  ;  had  never  had  any  symptom  of  estrange- 
ment with  him ;  and  she  could  not  bear  this.  George 
lay  on  the  sofa,  his  lips  compressed.  Maria  rose  up,  in 
her  loving,  affectionate  nature,  and  stood  before  him. 

"  George,  I  am  sure  mamma  never  meant  to  interfere ; 
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she  would  not  do  such  a  thing.  What  she  said  arose 
from  anxiety  for  our  interests.  I  am  so  sorry  to  have 
offended  you,"  she  added,  the  tears  falling  fast. 

A  repentant  fit  had  come  over  him.  He  drew  his 
wife's  face  down  on  his  own  and  kissed  its  tears  away. 
"  Forgive  me,  my  dearest ;  I  was  wrong  to  speak  crossly 
to  you.  A  splitting  headache  has  put  me  out  of  sorts, 
and  I  was  vexed  to  hear  that  people  were  commenting 
on  our  private  affairs.  Nothing  could  annoy  me  half  so 
much." 

Maria  wondered  why.  But  she  fully  resolved  that  it 
should  be  the  last  time  she  would  hint  at  such  a  thing 
as  economy.  Of  com-se  her  husband  knew  his  own 
business  best. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Cecil's  eomance. 

We  must  turn  to  Ashlydyat,  and  go  back  to  a  little 
earlier  in  the  evening.  Miss  Godolphin's  note  to  the 
Folly  had  stated  that  her  brother  liad  been  taken  ill 
while  dressing  for  Mr.  Verrall's  dinner.  It  was  correct. 
Thomas  Godolphin  was  alone  in  his  room,  ready,  all  but 
his  coat,  when  he  was  attacked  by  a  sharp,  internal 
pain  of  agony.  He  hastily  sat  down :  a  cry  escaping 
his  lips,  and  drops  of  water  gathering  on  his  brow. 

Alone  he  bore  it,  calling  for  no  aid.  In  a  few  minutes 
the  paroxysm  had  partially  passed,  and  he  rang  for  his 
servant.  An  old  man  now,  that  servant :  he  had  for 
years  attended  on  Sir  George  Godolphin. 

"  Bexley,  I  have  been  ill  again,"  said  Thomas,  C|uietly. 
*'  Will  you  ask  Miss  Godolphin  to  write  a  line  to  Mr. 
Yerrall,  saying  that  I  am  unable  to  attend." 

Bexley  cast  a  strangely  yearning  look  on  the  pale, 
suffering  face  of  his  master.  He  had  seen  him  in  these 
paroxysms  of  pain  once  or  twice.  "  I  wish  you  would 
have  Mr.  Snow  called  in,  sir !"  he  cried. 

"  I  think  I  shall.  He  may  give  me  some  ease  possibly. 
Take  my  message  to  your  mistress,  Bexley." 

The  effect  of  the  message  was  to  bring  Janet  to  the 
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room.  "  Taken  ill !  a  sharp  inward  pain  1"  she  was  re- 
peating, after  Bexley.  "  Thomas,  what  sort  of  a  pain  is 
it  ?  It  seems  to  me  that  you  have  had  the  same  before 
lately." 

"  Write  a  few  words  the  first  thing,  will  yon,  Janet. 
I  should  not  like  to  keep  them  waiting  for  me." 

Janet,  punctilious  as  Thomas,  considerate  as  he  was 
for  the  convenience  of  others,  sat  down  and  wrote  the 
note,  despatching  it  at  once  by  Andrew,  one  of  the 
serving  men.  Few  might  have  set  about  and  done  it  so 
calmly  as  Janet,  considering  that  she  had  a  gi'eat  fear 
thumping  at  her  heart.  A  fear  which  had  never  pene- 
trated it  until  this  moment.  With  sometliing  very  like 
sickness,  had  flashed  into  her  memory  their  mother's 
pain.  A  sharp,  agonising  pain  had  occasionally  attacked 
her,  the  symptom  of  the  inward  malady  of  which 
she  had  died.  Was  the  same  fatal  malady  attacking 
Thomas  ?  The  doctors  had  expressed  their  fears  then 
that  it  might  prove  hereditaiy. 

In  the  corridor,  as  Janet  was  going  back  to  Thomas's 
room,  the  note  written,  she  encountered  Bexley.  The 
sad,  apprehensive  look  in  the  old  man's  face  struck  her. 
She  touched  his  arm,  and  beckoned  him  into  an  empty 
room. 

"  What  is  it  that  is  the  matter  with  your  master  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  was  the  answer :  but  the  words  were 
spoken  in  a  tone  which  caused  Janet  to  think  that  the 
old  man  was  awake  to  the  same  fears  that  she  was. 
"  Miss  Janet,  I  am  afraid  to  think  what  it  may  be." 

"Is  he  often  ill  like  this?" 

"  I  know  but  of  a  time  or  two,  ma'am.  But  that's  a 
time  or  two  too  many." 

Janet  returned  to  the  room.  Thomas  was  leaning 
back  in  his  chair,  his  face  ghastly,  his  hands  iallen, 
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prostrate  altogether  with  the  effects  of  the  pain.  If  a 
momentary  thought  had  crossed  Janet  that  he  might 
have  written  the  note  himseK,  it  left  her  now.  Things 
were  coming  into  her  mind  one  by  one :  how  much 
time  Thomas  had  spent  in  his  own  room  of  late ;  how 
seldom,  comparatively  speaking,  he  went  to  the  bank; 
how  often  he  had  the  brougham,  instead  of  walking, 
when  he  did  go  to  it.  Once — why  it  was  only  this  very 
last  Sunday ! — he  had  not  gone  near  chm'ch  all  day 
long.     Janet's  fears  grew  into  certainties. 

She  took  a  chau%  drawing  it  near  to  Thomas.  Not 
speaking  of  her  fears,  but  asking  him  in  an  agreeable 
tone  how  he  felt,  and  what  had  caused  his  ilhiess. 
"  Have  you  had  the  same  pain  before  ?"  she  con- 
tinued. 

*' Several  times,"  he  answered.  "But  it  has  been 
worse  to-night  than  I  have  previously  felt  it.  Janet,  I 
fear  it  may  be  the  forerunner  of  my  call.  I  did  not 
think  to  leave  you  so  soon." 

Except  that  Janet's  face  went  nearly  as  pale  as  his? 
and  that  her  fingers  entwined  themselves  together  so 
tightly  as  to  cause  pain,  there  was  no  outward  sign  of 
the  grief  that  laid  hold  of  her  heart. 

*•  Thomas,  what  is  the  complaint  that  you  are 
fearing  ?"  she  asked,  after  a  pause.  "  The  same  that — 
that " 

'•  That  my  mother  had,"  he  quietly  answered,  speak- 
ing the  words  that  Janet  would  not  speak. 

*'  It  may  not  be  so,"  gasped  Janet. 

"  True.     But  I  think  it  is." 

"  Why  have  you  never  spoken  of  this  ?" 

"  Because,  until  to-night,  I  have  doubted  whether  it 
was  so,  or  not.  The  suspicion,  that  it  might  be  so, 
certainly  was  upon  me:  but  it  amounted  to  no  more 
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than  a  suspicion.     At  times,  when  I  feel  quite  "well,  I 
argue  that  I  must  be  wrong." 

"  Have  you  consulted  JMr.  Snow  ?" 

"  I  am  going  to  do  so  now.  I  have  desired  Bexley 
to  send  for  him." 

*'  It  should  have  been  done  before,  Thomas." 

"Why?  If  it  is  as  I  suspect,  neither  Snow  nor  all 
his  brethren  can  save  me." 

Janet  clasped  her  hands  upon  her  knee,  and  sat  with 
her  head  bent.  She  was  feeling  the  communication  in 
all  its  bitter  force.  It  seemed  that  the  only  one  left  on 
earth  with  whom  she  could  sympathise,  was  Thomas  : 
and  now  perhaps  he  was  going !  Bessy,  George,  Cecil, 
all  were  younger,  all  had  their  own  pursuits  and 
interests,  George  had  his  new  ties ;  but  she  and  Thomas 
seemed  to  stand  alone.  With  the  deej)  sorrow  for  him, 
the  brother  whom  she  dearly  loved,  came  other  con- 
siderations, impossible  not  to  occur  to  a  practical,  fore- 
seeing mind  like  Janet's.  With  Thomas  they  should 
lose  Ashlydyat.  George  would  come  into  possession: 
and  George's  ways  were  so  different  from  theirs  that  it 
would  seem  to  be  no  longer  in  the  family.  What  would 
George  make  of  it?  A  gay,  ever-filled  place,  as  the 
Verralls — when  they  were  at  home — made  of  Lady 
Godolphin's  Folly  ?  Janet's  cheeks  flushed  at  the  idea 
of  such  degeneracy  for  stately  Ashlydyat.  However  it 
might  be,  whether  George  tm-ned  it  into  an  ever-open 
house,  or  shut  it  up  as  a  nunnery,  it  would  be  alike  lost 
to  all  the  rest  of  them.  She  and  her  sisters  must  turn 
from  it  once  again  and  for  ever ;  George,  his  wife,  and 
his  children,  would  reign. 

Janet  Godolphin  did  not  rebel  at  this ;  she  would 
not  have  had  it  otherwise.  Faihng  Thomas,  George 
^vas  the  fit  and  proper  representative   of  Ashlydyat. 
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But  the  fact  could  but  strike  upon  her  now  with  gloom. 
All  things  wore  a  gloomy  hue  to  her  in  that  imhappy 
moment. 

It  would  cause  changes  at  the  bank,  too.  At  least, 
Janet  thought  it  probable  that  it  might.  Could  Georgo 
carry  on  that  extensive  concern  himself?  Would  the 
public  be  satisfied  wdth  gay  George  for  its  sole  head  ? — 
would  they  accord  him  the  confidence  they  had  given 
Thomas?  These  old  retainers,  too!  If  she  and  her 
sisters  quitted  Ashlydyat,  they  must  part  with  them  : 
leave  them  to  serve  George. 

Such  considerations  passed  rapidly  through  her 
imagination.  It  could  not  well  be  otherwise.  Would 
they  really  come  to  pass  ?  She  looked  at  Thomas,  as 
if  seeking  in  his  face  the  answer  to  the  doubt. 

His  elbow  on  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  his  temples 
pressed  upon  his  hand,  sat  Thomas;  his  mind  in  as 
deep  a  reverie  as  was  Janet's.  Where  was  it  straying 
to  ?  To  the  remembrance  of  Ethel  ?— of  the  day  that 
he  had  stood  over  her  grave  when  they  were  placing 
her  in  it  ?  Was  the  time  indeed  come,  or  nearly  come, 
to  which  he  had,  from  that  time,  looked  forward  ? — the 
time  of  his  joining  her  ?  He  had  never  lost  the  vista  : 
and  perhaps  the  fiat,  death,  could  have  come  to  few 
who  would  meet  it  so  serenely  as  Thomas  Godolphin. 
It  would  scarcely  be  right  to  say  welcome  it ;  but, 
certain  it  was,  that  the  prospect  was  one  of  pleasant- 
ness rather  than  pain  to  him.  To  one  who  has  lived 
near  to  God  on  earth,  the  anticipation  of  the  great 
change  can  bring  no  dismay.  It  brought  none  to 
Thomas  Godolphin. 

But  Thomas  Godolphin  had  not  done  with  earth  and 
its  cares  yet. 

Bessy  Godolphin  was  away  from  home  that  week. 
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^he  had  gone  to  spend  it  with  some  friends  at  a  few 
miles'  distance.  Cecil  was  alone  when  Janet  returned 
to  the  drawing-room.  She  had  no  suspicion  of  the 
sorrow  that  was  overhanging  the  house.  She  had  not 
seen  Thomas  go  to  the  Folly,  and  felt  surprised  at  his 
tardiness. 

"  How  late  he  will  be,  Janet !" 

"  Who  ?  Thomas  !  He  is  not  going.  He  is  not  very 
-well  this  evening,"  was  the  reply. 

Cecil  thought  nothing  of  it.  How  should  she? 
Janet  buried  her  fears  within  her,  and  said  no  more. 

One  was  to  dine  at  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly  that 
night,  who  absorbed  all  CeciPs  thoughts.  Cecil  Go- 
dolphin  had  had  her  romance  in  life ;  as  so  many 
have  it.  It  had  been  partially  played  out  years  ago. 
^ot  quite.  Its  sequel  had  to  come.  She  sat  there 
listlessly ;  her  pretty  hands  resting  inertly  on  her  knee, 
her  beautiful  face  tinged  with  the  setting  sunKght ;  sat 
there  thinking  of  him — Lord  Averil. 

A  romance  it  had  really  been.  Cecil  G-odolphin  had 
paid  a  long  visit  to  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Averil,  some 
three  or  four  years  ago.  She,  Mrs.  Averil,  was  in 
health  then,  fond  of  gaiety,  and  her  house  had  many 
yisitors.  Amidst  others,  staying  there,  was  Lord 
Averil :  and  before  he  and  Cecil  knew  well  what  they 
were  about,  they  had  learned  to  love.  Lord  Averil  was 
the  first  to  awake  from  the  pleasant  dream ;  to  know 
what  it  meant ;  and  he  discreetly  withdrew  himself  out 
of  harm's  way.  Harm  only  to  himself,  as  he  supposed  : 
he  never  suspected  that  the  like  love  had  won  its  way 
to  Cecil  Codolphin.  A  strictly  honourable  man,  he 
would  have  been  fit  to  kill  liimself  in  self-condemnation 
had  he  suspected  that  it  had.  Not  until  he  had  gone 
did  it  come  out  to  Cecil  that  he  was  a  married  man. 
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Wlien  only  eigliteen  years  of  age  lie  had  been  drawn 
into  one  of  those  unequal  and  unhappy  alliances  that 
can  only  bring  a  flush  to  the  '  brow  in  after  years. 
Many  a  hundred  times  had  it  dyed  that  of  Lord  Averil. 
Before  he  was  twenty  years  of  age,  he  had  separated 
from  his  wife ;  Avhen  pretty  Cecil  was  yet  a  child :  and 
the  next  ten  years  he  spent  abroad,  striying  to  get  over 
its  remembrance.  Hisr^own  family,  you  may  be  sure, 
did  not  pain  him  by  alluding  to  it,  then,  or  after  his 
return.  He  had  no  residence  now  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Prior's  Ash  :  he  had  sold  it  years  ago.  When 
he  visited  the  spot,  it  was  chiefly  as  the  guest  of  Colonel 
Max,  the  master  of  the  fox-hounds :  and  that  was  the 
way  that  he  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  Charlotte 
Pain.  Thus  it  ha]3pened,  when  Cecil  met  him  at  Mrs. 
Averil's,  she  knew  nothing  of  his  being  a  married  man. 
On  Mrs.  Averil's  ^part,  she  never  suj)posed  that  Cecil 
did  not  know  it.  Lord  Averil  supposed  she  knew  it : 
and  little  enough,  in  his  own  eyes,  has  he  looked  in  her 
presence,  Avhen  the  thought  would  flash  over  him, 
"How  she  must  despise  me  for  my  mad  folly!"  He 
had  learned  to  love  her;  to  love  her  passionately: 
never  so  much  as  glancing  at  the  thought  that  it  could 
be  reciprocated.  He,  a  married  man !  But  this  was 
no  less  mad  folly  than  the  other  had  been,  and  Lord 
Averil  had  the  sense  to  move  himself  away. 

A  day  or  two  after  his  departure,  Mrs.  Averil  received 
a  letter  from  him.  Cecil  was  in  her  dressing-room 
when  she  read  it. 

"  How  strange !"  was  the  comment  of  Mrs.  Averil. 
*'  What  do  5^ou  think,  Cecil  ?"  she  added,  lowering  her 
voice.  "  When  he  got  to  town,  there  was  a  com- 
munication waiting  at  his  house  for  him,  saying  that 
his  wife  was  dying,  and  praying  him  to  go  and  see  her." 
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"  His  ^fe  ?"  echoed  Cecil.     "  \Vho's  wife  ?' 

"  Lord  Averil's.  Have  you  forgotten  that  he  had  sl 
wife  ?  I  wish  we  could  all  really  forget  it.  It  has  been. 
the  blight  upon  his  life." 

Cecil  had  discretion  enough  left  in  that  unhappy 
moment  not  to  betray  that  she  had  been  ignorant  of 
the  fact.  When  her  burning  cheeks  had  a  little  coole<{. 
she  turned  from  the  window  where  she  had  been  hiding 
them,  and  escaped  to  her  own  room.  The  revelation 
had  betrayed  to  her  the  secret  of  her  own  feelings  for 
Lord  Averil ;  and,  in  her  pride  and  rectitude,  she . 
thought  she  should  have  died. 

A  day  or  two  more,  and  Lord  Averil  was  a  widower. . 
He  suffered  some  months  to  elapse,  aud  then  came  to^ 
Prior's  Ash,  his  object  being  Cecil  Godolphin.  He 
stayed  at  an  hotel,  and  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  Ash-  - 
lydyat.  Cecil  believed  that  he  meant  to  ask  her  to  be 
his  wife  :  and  Cecil  was  not  wrong.  She  could  give- 
herself  up  now  to  the  full  joy  of  loving  him. 

Busy  tongues,  belonging  to  some  young  ladies  who 
could  boast  more  wit  than  discretion,  hinted  something 
of  this  to  Cecil.  Cecil,  in  her  vexation  at  having  her 
private  feelings  suspected,  spoke  slightingly  of  Lord 
Averil.  "  Did  they  think  she  w^ould  stoop  to  a  widawer  ; 
to  one  who  had  made  himself  so  notorious  by  his  first 
marriage  ?"  she  asked.  And  this,  word  for  word,  was 
repeated  to  Lord  Averil. 

It  was  repeated  to  him  by  those  false  friends,  and 
Cecil's  haughty  manner,  as  she  spoke  it,  offensively 
commented  upon.  Lord  Averil  believed  it  fully.  He 
judged  that  he  had  no  chance  with  Cecil  Godolphin ;.. 
and,  ^dthout  speaking  to  her  of  what  had  been  his  in- 
tentions, he  again  left. 

But  now,  no  suspicion  of  this  conversation's  having,- 
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been  repeated  to  him,  ever  reached  Cecil.  She  deemed 
his  behaviour  very  bad.  "Whatever  restraint  he  may  have 
laid  upon  his  manners  towards  her  when  at  Mrs.  Averil's, 
he  had  been  open  enough  since  :  and  Cecil  could  only 
believe  his  conduct  unjustifiable,  the  result  of  fickleness. 
She  resolved  to  forget  him. 

But  she  had  not  done  it  yet.  All  this  long  while 
since,  nearly  three  years,  had  Cecil  been  trying  at  it, 
and  it  was  not  yet  accomplished.  She  had  received  an 
offer  from  a  young  and  handsome  earl ;  it  would  have 
been  a  match  every  way  desirable :  but  poor  Cecil  found 
that  Lord  Averil  was  too  deeply  seated  in  her  heart  for 
her  to  admit  thought  of  another.  And  now  Lord 
Averil  ''was  back  at  Prior's  Ash ;  and,  as  Cecil  had 
heard,  was  to  dine  that  day  at  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly. 
He  had  called  at  Ashlydyat  since  his  return,  but  she 
was  out. 

She  sat  there,  thinking  of  him :  her  prominent  feel- 
ing against  him  being  anger.  She  believed,  to  this 
hour,  that  he  had  used  her  ill ;  that  his  behaviour  had 
been  unbecoming  a  gentleman. 

Her  reflections  were  disturbed  by  the  sight  of  Mr. 

Snow.     It  was  growing  dusk  then,  and  she  wondered 
what  brought  him  there  so  late  :  in  fact,  what  brought 

him  there  at  all.    She  turned  and  asked  the  question  of 

Janet. 

"  He  has  come  to  see  Thomas,"  replied  Janet.     And 

Cecil  noticed  that  her  sister  was  sitting  in  a  strangely 

still  attitude,  her  head  bowed  down.     But  she  did  not 

connect  it  with  its  true  cause.     It  was  nothing  unusual 

to  see  Janet  lost  in  deep  thought. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  Thomas,  that  Mr.  Snow 

should  come  ?"  inquired  Cecil. 

"  He  did  not  feel  well,  and  sent  for  him." 
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It  was  all  that  Janet  answered.  And  Cecil  continued 
in  blissful  ignorance  of  anything  being  wrong,  and 
resumed  her  reflections  on  Lord  Averil. 

Janet  saw  Mr.  Snow  before  lie  went  aAvay.  After- 
wards she  went  to  Thomas's  room,  and  remained  ha  it. 
Cecil  stayed  in  the  drawing-room,  buried  in  her  dream. 
The  room  was  lighted,  but  the  blinds  were  not  drawn 
down  :  Cecil  was  at  the  window,  looking  forth  into  the 
bright  moonlight. 

It  must  have  been  getting  quite  late  when  she 
discerned  some  one  approaching  Ashlydyat,  on  the  road 
from  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly.  From  the  height,  she 
fancied  at  first  that  it  might  be  George ;  but  as  the  figure 
drew  nearer,  her  heart  gave  a  great  bound,  and  she  saw 
that  it  was  him  upon  whom  her  thoughts  had  been  fixed. 

Yes,  it  was  Lord  Averil.  When  he  mentioned  to 
Charlotte  Paiu  that  he  had  a  visit  yet  to  pay  to  a 
sick  friend,  he  had  alluded  to  Thomas  Godolphin. 
Lord  Averil,  since  his  return,  had  been  struck  with  the 
change  in  Thomas  Godolphin.  It  was  more  perceptible 
to  him  than  to  those  who  saw  Thomas  habitually.  And 
when  the  apology  came  for  Mr.  Godolphin's  absence, 
Lord  Averil  determined  to  call  upon  him  that  night. 
Though,  in  talking  to  Mrs.  Pain,  he  nearly  let  the  time 
for  it  slip  by. 

Cecil  rose  up  when  he  entered.  In  broad  day  he 
might  have  seen  beyond  doubt  her  changing  face,  tell- 
ing of  emotion.  Was  he  mistaken,  in  fancying  that  she 
was  agitated  ?  His  pulses  quickened  at  the  thought : 
for  Cecil  was  as  dear  to  him  as  she  had  ever  been. 

*'  Will  you  pardon  my  intrusion  at  this  houi'  ?"  he 
asked,  taking  her  hand,  and  bending  towards  her  with 
his  sweet  smile.  "  It  is  later  than  I  thought  it  was  " — 
in  truth,  ten  was  strikin^^  that  moment  from  the  haU 
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'©lock.  *'I  was  concerned  to  hear  of  Mr.  Godolplun's 
allness,  and  wislied  to  ascertain  how  he  was,  before  re- 
suming to  Prior's  Ash." 

^*  He  has  kept  his  room  this  evening,"  replied  Cecil. 
•■"  My  sister  is  sitting  with  him.  I  do  not  think  it  is 
•anything  serious.  But  he  has  not  appeared  very  well  of 
Me." 

■'^Indeed  I  trust  it  is  nothing  serious,"  warmly 
responded  Lord  Averil. 

Cecil  fell  into  silence.  She  supposed  they  had  told 
^anet  of  the  visit,  and  that  she  would  be  coming  in. 
Lord  Averil  went  to  the  window. 

"  The  same  charming  scene  !"  he  exclaimed.  "  I 
think  the  moonlight  view  from  this  window  beautiful. 
The  dark  trees  around,  and  the  white  walls  of  Lady 
'Godolphin's  Folly,  rising  there,  remain  on  my  memory 
like  the  scene  of  an  old  painting." 

He  folded  his  arms  and  stood  there,  gazing  still. 
Cecil  stole  a  look  up  at  him:  at  his  pale,  attractive 
fiace,  with  its  expression  of  care.  She  had  wondered 
•once  why  that  look  of  care  should  be  conspicuous  there : 
•but  not  after  she  became  acquainted  -with  his  domestic 
liistory. 

*'Have  you  returned  to  England  to  remain.  Lord 
Averil?" 

The  question  awoke  him  from  his  reverie.  He 
iiumed  to  Cecil,  and  a  sudden  impulse  prompted  him  to 
:3take  his  fate  on  the  die  of  the  moment.  It  was  not  a 
Incky  thro'w. 

"I  would  remain  if  I  could  induce  one  to  share  my 
name  and  home.  Forgive  me,  Cecil,  if  I  anger  you  by 
thus  hastily  speaking.  Will  you  forget  the  past,  and 
lielp  me  to  forget  it  ? — will  you  let  me  make  you  my 
idear  wife  ?" 
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In  saying  "  Will  yon  forget  tlie  past,"  Lord  Averil 
had  alluded  to  his  fii^t  marriage.  In  his  extreme 
sensitiveness  upon  that  point,  he  doubted  whether  Cecil 
might  not  object  to  succeed  the  dead  Lady  Averil :  he 
believed  those  hasty  and  ill-natm-ed  words,  reported  to 
him  as  having  been  spoken  by  her,  bore  upon  that  sore 
point  alone.  Cecil,  on  the  contrary,  assumed  that  her 
forgetfulness  was  asked  for  his  own  behaviour  to  her, 
in  so  far  that  he  had  gone  away  and  left  her  without 
word  or  explanation.  She  grew  quite  pale  with  anger. 
Lord  Averil  resumed,  his  manner  earnest,  his  voice  low 
and  tender. 

*'  I  have  loved  you,  Cecil,  from  the  first  day  that  I 
saw  you  at  Mrs.  Averil's.  I  chagged  myself  away 
from  the  place,  because  I  loved  you,  fearing  lest  you 
might  come  to  see  my  folly.  It  was  worse  than  folly 
then,  for  I  was  not  a  free  man.  I  have  gone  on  loving 
you  more  and  more,  from  that  time  to  this.  I  went 
abroad  this  last  time  hoping  to  forget  you ;  striving  to 
forget  you :  but  I  cannot  do  it,  and  the  love  has  only 
become  stronger.  Forgive,  I  say,  my  urging  it  upon 
you  in  this  moment  of  impulse." 

Poor  Cecil  was  all  at  sea.  "  Went  abroad  hoping  to 
forget  her  ;  striving  to  forget  her !"  It  was  worse  and 
worse.     She  flung  his  hand  away. 

"  Oh,  Cecil !  can  you  not  love  me  ?"  he  exclaimed,  in 
agitation.  "  Will  you  not  give  me  hopes  that  you  will 
sometime  be  my  wife  ?" 

"  No,  I  cannot  love  you.  I  will  not  give  you 
hopes.  I  would  rather  marry  any  one  in  the  world 
than  you.  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself.  Lord 
Averil !" 

Xot  a  very  dignified  rejoinder.  And  Cecil,  what 
with  anger,  what  with  love,  burst  into  even  less  dignified 
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tears,  and  quitted  tlie  room  in  a  passion.     Lord  Averil 
bit  his  lips  to  pain. 

Janet  entered,  unsuspicious.  He  turned  from  tW 
window,  and  smoothed  his  brow,  gathering  what, 
equanimity  he  could,  as  he  proceeded  to  inquu-e  after 
Mr.  Godolphin. 
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A  STYLISH  vehicle,  liigh  enough  for  a  fire-escape,  its 
green  wheels  picked  out  with  gleaming  red,  was  dashing- 
up  the  streets  of  Prior's  Ash.  A  lady  was  seated  in  it, 
driving  its  pair  of  blood-horses,  whose  restive  mettle- 
appeared  more  fit  for  a  man's  guidance  than  a  woman's^ 
You  need  not  be  told  that  it  was  Charlotte  Pain  :  no- 
body else  of  her  sex  in  Prior's  Ash  would  have  driven 
such  a  turn-out.  Prior's  Ash,  rather  at  a  loss  what 
name  to  give  it,  for  the  like  of  it  had  never  been  seen 
in  that  sober  place,  christened  it  "  Mrs.  Pain's  turn-out :'" 
so,  if  you  grumble  at  the  appellation,  you  must  grumble 
at  them,  not  at  me. 

Past  the  bank  it  flew  ;  when,  as  if  a  sudden  thought 
appeared  to  take  the  driver,  it  suddenly  whirled  rounds 
to  the  imminent  danger  of  the  street  in  general,  retraced 
its  steps  past  the  bank,  dashed  round  the  corner  of 
Crosse-street,  and  drew  up  at  the  entrance  to  Mr.  George 
Godolphin's.  The  servant  sprang  from  the  seat  be- 
hind. 

"  Inquire  if  Mrs.  George  Godolphin  is  within." 
Mrs.  George  Godolphin  was   within,  and  Charlotte 
entered.     Across  the  hall,  up  the  handsome  staircase; 
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lined  witli  paintings,  to  tlie  still  more  handsome  draw 
ing-room,  s\Yept  she,  conducted  by  a  servant.  Mar- 
gery looked  ont  at  an  opposite  door,  as  Charlotte 
entered  that  of  the  drawing-room,  her  cui'ious  eyes 
taking  in  at  a  glance  Charlotte's  attire.  Charlotte  wore  a 
handsome  mauve  brocaded  skht,  trailing  on  the  ground 
at  the  very  least  half  a  yard  behind  her,  and  a  close 
liabit  body  of  mauve  velvet.  A  black  hat  with  a  turned- 
np  brim,  and  profusion  of  mauve  feathers,  surmounted 
her  head,  and  a  little  bit  of  gauze,  mauve-coloured  also, 
came  half  way  down  her  face,  fitting  tight  round  the 
nose  and  cheeks. 

Margery  rethed  with  a  sniff.  Had  it  been  anybody 
she  approved,  any  especial  friend  of  her  mistress's,  she 
would  have  invited  her  into  her  mistress's  presence, 
to  the  little  sitting-room,  where  Maria  was.  A  pretty 
sitting-room,  tastily  furnished.  The  bedroom,  dress- 
ing-room, and  this  sitting-room  communicated  with 
each  other.  Being  who  it  was,  Margery  allowed  the 
grand  drawing-room  the  honour  of  receiving  the  visitor. 

Maria  sat  at  a  table,  her  drawing  materials  before 
her.  Miss  Meta,  perched  in  a  high  chair,  was  accom- 
modated with  a  pencil  and  paper  opposite.  ''  It's  Mrs. 
Pain  in  a  mask,"  was  the  salutation  of  Margery. 

Maria  laid  down  her  pencil.  "  Mrs.  Pain  in  a  mask  !" 
she  echoed. 

*'It  looks  like  nothing  else,  ma'am,  the  thing  she's 
got  on,"  responded  Margery.  "  I  never  saw  Christian 
folks  make  themselves  into  such  spectacles  afore.  It's 
to  be  hoped  she  won't  go  in  that  guise  to  call  at 
Ashlydyat :  Miss  Janet  would  be  sending  for  the  mad 
doctor." 

Maria  smiled.  "  You  never  admire  Mrs.  Pain's  style 
of  dress,  Margery." 
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"It's  not  a  taking  one,"  rejoined  Margery.  " Honest 
faces  would  as  soon  see  themselves  standing  out  from  a 
brass  warming-pan,  as  with  one  of  them  brazen  hats 
stuck  atop  of  'em." 

Apart  from  her  prejudices  against  Mrs.  Pain — what- 
ever those  prejudices  might  be — it  was  evident  that 
Margery  did  not  admire  the  fashionable  head-gear. 
Had  Maria  ventured  to  put  one  on,  Margery  would 
most  probably  have  removed  it  from  her  head  with  her 
own  fingers,  and  an  intimation  that  it  was  not  "  proper." 
Maria  moved  to  the  door,  and  Miss  Meta  scrambled  off 
her  chair,  to  follow  her.     "  Meta  go  too,  mamma." 

Margery  caught  the  child  up  as  if  she  were  snatching 
her  from  a  burning  furnace,  smothered  her  in  her  arms, 
and  whispered  unheard-of  visions  of  immediate  cakes 
and  sweetmeats,  that  were  to  be  had  by  ascending  to 
the  nursery,  and  bore  her  away  in  triumph.  Did  she 
fear  there  was  contamination  for  the  child  in  Mrs.  Pain's 
hat? 

Maria,  not  having  observed  the  bit  of  by-play,  pro- 
ceeded to  the  presence  of  Charlotte.  ISot  a  greater 
contrast  had  there  been  between  them  in  those  old 
days  at  Broomhead,  than  there  was  now.  Maria  was 
the  same  quiet,  essentially  lady-like  girl  as  of  yore: 
she  looked  but  a  giid  still,  in  lier  pretty  dress  of  spring 
muslin.  Charlotte  was  standing  at  the  window,  watch- 
ing her  restless  horses,  which  the  servant  was  driving 
about,  in  the  front  street,  but  could  scarcely  manage. 
She  put  back  her  hand  to  Maria. 

"How  are  you  to-day,  Mrs.  George  Godolphin? 
Excuse  my  apparent  rudeness:  I  am  looking  at  my 
horses.  If  the  man  cannot  keep  them  withm  bounds,  I 
must  go  down  myself" 

Maria  took  her  place  by  the  side  of  Charlotte.     The 
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horses  looked  terrific  animals  to  lier  eyes,  very  much 
inclined  to  kick  the  carriage  to  pieces  and  to  bolt  into 
the  bank  afterwards.     "  Did  you  drive  them  here  ?" 

"  Nobody  else  can  drive  them,"  replied  Charlotte,  with 
a  laugh.  "  I  should  like  to  seduce  Kate  behind  them 
some  day  when  she  is  at  Prior's  A.sh :  she  would  be  in  a 
fit  with  fright  before  we  were  home  again." 

"  How  can  you  risk  your  own  life,  Mrs.  Pain  ?" 

"  My  life  !  that  is  a  good  joke,"  said  Charlotte.  "  If  I 
could  not  manage  the  horses,  I  should  not  drive  them. 
Did  you  notice  the  one  I  was  riding  yesterday,  when  you 
met  me  with  your  husband — a  party  of  us  together  T 

"  Not  particularly,"  rej)lied  Maria.  "  It  was  just  at 
the  turn  of  the  road,  you  know.  I  think  I  looked 
chiefly  at  George." 

"  You  ought  to  have  noticed  my  horse.  You  must 
see  him  another  time.  He  is  the  most  splendid  animal : 
down  from  London  only  the  previous  day.  I  rode  him 
yesterday  for  the  first  time." 

"  I  should  not  detect  any  of  his  beauties ;  I  scarcely 
know  one  horse  from  another,"  acknowledged  ]\Iaria. 

"  Ah  !  You  are  not  particularly  observant,"  returned 
Charlotte,  in  a  good-humoured  tone  of  sarcasm.  "  The 
horse  was  a  present  to  me.  He  cost  a  hundred  and 
thirty  guineas.  Those  animals  below  are  getting 
quieter  now." 

-  She  withdrew  from  the  window,  sitting  down  on  a 
sofa.  Maria  took  a  seat  near  her.  "  We  had  been  to 
see  Mrs.  iVveril  yesterday  when  we  met  you,"  observed 
Maria.    "  She  is  still  a  great  sufferer." 

"  So  Lord  Averil  told  me,"  answered  Charlotte. 
"  He  dined  at  the  Folly  yesterday." 

"  Did  he  ?  George  did  not  mention  that  Lord  Averil 
was  of  the  party.     Did  you  dine  with  them  ?" 
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"  Not  I,"  answered  Charlotte.  "  It  was  bore  enough 
to  have  them  in  the  drawing-room  afterwards.  Only  a 
few  of  them  came  in.  As  to  your  husband,  I  never  set 
eyes  upon  him  at  all." 

"He  came  home  early.  I  think  his  head  ached. 
He " 

"Oh,  he  did  come  home,  then!"  interrupted  Char- 
lotte. 

Maria  looked  surprised.  "  Of  course  he  came  home. 
Why  should  he  not?" 

"  How  should  I  know  why  ?"  was  Charlotte's  answer. 
^*  This  house  has  the  bother  of  it  to-night,  I  hear.  It  is 
nothing  but  a  bother,  a  gentleman's  dinner-party  !" 

"  It  is  a  sort  of  business  party  to-night,  I  believe," 
observed  Maria. 

**  Verrall  is  coming.  He  told  me  so.  Do  you  know 
how  Mr.  Godoljphin  is  ?" 

"  He  seems  as  well  as  usual.  He  is  come  to-day,  and 
I  saw  him  for  a  minute.  George  told  me  that  he  did 
not  appear  at  dinner  yesterday.     Margery " 

A  commotion  in  the  street.  Charlotte  flew  to  one  of 
the  windows,  opened  it,  and  stretched  herself  out.  But 
she  could  not  see  the  carriage,  which  was  then  in 
Crosse-street.     A  mob  was  collecting  and  shouting. 

"  I  suppose  I  had  better  go.  That  stupid  man  never 
can  keep  horses  in  good  humour,  if  they  have  any 
spirit.     Good-bye,  Mrs.  George  Godolphin." 

She  ran  down  the  stairs  and  out  at  the  hall  door, 
giving  no  time  to  a  servant  to  show  her  out.  Maria 
proceeded  to  her  little  sitting-room,  which  looked  into 
Orosse-street,  to  see  whether  anything  was  the  matter. 

Something  might  have  been,  but  that  George  Go- 
dolphin,  hearing  the  outcry,  had  flown  out  to  the  aid 
of  the  servant.    The  man,  in  his  fear — he  was  a  timid 
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man  with  horses,  and  it  was  a  wonder  Cliarlotte  kept 
him — had  got  out  of  the  carriage.  George  leaped  into 
it,  took  the  reins  and  the  whip,  and  succeeded  in  restor- 
ing the  liorses  to  what  Charlotte  called  good  humour. 
Maria's  heart  beat  when  she  saw  her  husband  there : 
she,  like  the  man,  was  timid.  George,  however^ 
alighted  unharmed,  and  stood  talking  with  Charlotte. 
He  was  without  his  hat.  Then  he  handed  Charlotte 
in,  and  stood  looking  up  and  talking  to  her  again,  the 
seat  being  about  a  mile  above  his  head.  Charlotte,  at 
any  rate,  had  no  fear;  she  nodded  a  final  adieu  to 
George,  and  drove  away  at  a  fast  pace,  George  gazing 
after  her. 

Intimate  as  George  Godolphin  was  with  Charlotte 
Pain,  no  such  thought  as  that  of  attributing  it  to  a 
wrong  motive,  ever  occurred  to  Maria.  She  had  been 
jealous  of  Charlotte  Pain  in  the  old  days,  when  she 
was  Maria  Hastings,  dreading  that  George  might 
choose  her  for  his  wife :  but  with  their  marriage  all 
such  feeling  ceased.  Maria  w^as  an  English  gentle- 
woman in  the  best  sense  of  the  term ;  of  a  refined,  re- 
tiring nature,  of  simply  modest  speech,  innocent  of 
heart:  to  associate  harm  now  with  her  husband  and 
Charlotte,  was  a  thing  next  to  impossible  for  her  to 
glance  at.  Unbiassed  by  others,  she  would  never  be 
likely  to  glance  at  it.  She  did  not  like  Charlotte: 
where  tastes  and  qualities  are  so  much  opposed  as  they 
were  in  her  and  Charlotte  Pain,  mutual  predilection  is 
not  easy  :  but,  to  suspect  any  greater  cause  for  dislike, 
was  foreign  to  Maria's  nature.  Had  Maria  even  received 
a  hint  that  the  fine  saddle-horse,  boasted  of  by  Charlotte 
as  worthy  of  Maria's  especial  observation,  and  costing  a 
hundred  and  thirty  guineas,  was  a  present  from  her 
husband,  she  would  have  attached  no  motive  to  the  gift, 
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but  kindness;  given  liim  'no  worse  word  than  a  hint 
at  extravagance.  ]\raria  could  almost  as  soon  have 
disbelieved  in  herself,  as  disbelieved  in  the  cardinal 
virtues  of  George  Godolphin. 

It  was  the  day  of  one  of  George's  dinner-parties :  as 
Charlotte  has  announced  for  our  information.  Four- 
teen were  expected  to  sit  down,  inclusive  of  himself  and 
his  brother.  Mostly  countrymen ;  men  who  did  business 
with  the  bank ;  Mr.  Verrall  and  Lord  Averil  being  two 
of  them :  but  Mr.  Yerrall  did  not  do  business  with  the 
bank,  and  was  not  looked  upon  as  a  countryman.  It  was 
not  3Iaria's  custom  to  appear  at  all  at  these  parties  :  she 
did  not  imitate  Charlotte  Pain  in  playing  the  hostess 
afterwards  in  the  dra^\dng-room.  Sometimes  Maria  would 
spend  these  evenings  out :  at  Ashlydyat,  or  at  the  rec- 
torv :  sometimes,  as  was  her  intention  on  this  evenins:, 
she  would  remain  in  the  pretty  sitting-room  in  her  own 
apartments,  leaving  the  house  free.  She  had  been 
busy  over  her  drawing  aU  day,  and  had  not  quitted  it 
to  stir  abroad, 

Mr.  George  had  stirred  abroad.  Mr.  George  [had 
taken  a  late  afternoon  ride  with  Charlotte  Pain.  He 
came  home  barely  in  time  to  dress.  The  bank  was 
closed  for  the  day  :  the  clerks  had  •  all  gone,  save  one, 
the  old  cashier,  Mr.  Hurde.  He  sometimes  stayed 
later  than  the  rest. 

"  Any  private  letters  for  me  ?"  inquu-ed  George, 
hastening  into  the  office,  whip  in  hand,  and  devouring 
the  letter-rack  with  eager  eyes,  where  the  unopened 
letters  were  usually  put. 

The  cashier,  a  tall  man  once,  but  stooping  now,  with 
silver  spectacles  and  white  whiskers,  stretched  up  his 
neck  to  look  also.  "  There's  one  there,  sir,"  he  c^-ied, 
before  George  had  quite  crossed  the  office. 


48  THE   SHADOW   OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

George  made  a  grab  at  the  letter.  It  stuck  in  the 
rack,  and  lie  gave  vent  to  an  impatient  word.  A  blank 
look  of  disappointment  came  over  bis  face,  when  he 
saw  the  direction. 

"  This  is  not  for  me.  This  is  for  Mr.  Hastings.  Who 
sorted  the  letters  ?" 

"  Mr.  Hastings,  I  believe,  sir,  as  usual." 

'^  What  made  him  put  his  own  letter  in  the  rack  ?" 
muttered  George  to  himself.  He  went  about  the  office  ; 
he  went  into  the  private  room  and  searched  his  own 
table.  No,  there  was  no  letter  for  him.  Mr.  Hurde 
remembered  that  Mr.  George  Godolphin  had  been 
put  out  in  the  morning  by  not  receiving  an  expected 
letter. 

George  looked  at  his  watch.  "  There's  no  time  to 
go  to  Verrall's,"  he  thought.  "And  he  would  be  start- 
ing to  come  here  by  the  time  I  reached  the  Folly." 

Up  to  his  own  room  to  dress,  which  was  not  a  long 
process.     He  then  entered  liis  wife's  sitting-room. 

"  Drawing  still,  Maria  ?" 

She  looked  up  with  a  bright  glance.  "  I  have  been  so 
industrious !  I  have  been  drawing  nearly  all  day. 
See  !     I  have  nearly  finished  this." 

George  stood  by  the  table  in  a  listless  manner,  his 
thoughts  preoccupied:  not  pleasantly  preoccupied, 
either.  Presently  he  began  turning  over  the  old 
sketches  in  Maria's  portfolio.  Maria  quitted  her  seat, 
and  stood  by  her  husband,  her  arm  round  his  neck. 
He  was  now  sitting  sideways  on  a  chair. 

"  I  put  some  of  these  drawings  into  the  portfoho  this 
morning,"  she  observed.  "  I  found  them  in  a  box  in 
the  lumber-room.  They  had  not  been  disinterred  I  do 
believe  since  they  came  here  from  the  rectory.  Do  you 
remember  that  one,  George  ?" 
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He  took  the  sketch,  she  pointed  to,  in  his  hand.  A 
few  moments  and  then  the  recollection  flashed  over  him. 
"  It  is  a  scene  near  Broomhead !  That  is  Bray's 
cottage." 

'•'How  glad  I  am  that  you  recognize  it!"  she  cried, 
gleefully.  "  It  is  a  proof  that  I  sketched  it  faithfully. 
Do  you  remember  the  day  I  did  it,  George  ?" 

George  could  not  remember  that.  "  Not  particularly," 
he  answered. 

"  Oh,  George  !  It  was  the  day  when  I  was  frightened 
by  seeing  that  snake — or  whatever  it  was.  You  and  I 
and  Charlotte  Pain  were  there.  We  took  refuge  in 
Bray's  house." 

"  Eefuge  from  the  snake  ?"  asked  George. 

Maria  laughed.  "  Lady  Godolphin  came  up,  and  said 
I  ought  to  go  there  and  rest,  and  take  some  water. 
How  terribly  frightened  I  was !  I  can  recall  it  still. 
Bray  wanted  to  marry  us  afterwards,"  she  continued, 
laughing  more  heartily. 

"Bray  would  have  married  me  to  both  of  you,  you 
and  Charlotte,  for  a  crowTi  apiece,"  said  George. 

"Were  you  in  earnest — when  you  asked  me  to  let 
him  do  it  ?"  she  dreamily  inquired,  after  a  j)ause,  her 
thoughts  cast  back  to  the  past. 

"I  dare  say  I  was,  Maria.  W^e  do  foolish  things 
sometimes.  Had  you  said  yes,  I  should  have  thought 
you  a  silly  girl  afterwards  for  yom-  pains.'.' 

"  Of  course  you  would.  Do  you  see  that  old  Welsh- 
w^oman  in  the  doorway  ?"  resumed  Maria,  pointing  to 
the  drawing.  "  She  was  a  nice  old  body,  in  spite  of  her 
pipe.  I  wonder  whether  she  is  alive?  Perhaps 
Margery  knows.  Margery  had  a  letter  from  her  sister 
this  morning." 

"Had  she?"    carelessly  returned  George.     "I  saw 
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inhere  was  a  letter  for  her  with  the  Scotch  postmark. 
Mas  Bray  come  to  grief  yet  ?" 

**  I  fancy  they  are  always  in  grief,  by  the  frequency 
';©f  the  appeals  to  Margery.  Lady  Godolphin  is  kind  to 
the  ^yife.  She  tells  Margery  if  it  were  not  for  my  lady, 
sshe  should  starve." 

An  arrival  was  heard  as  Maria  spoke,  and  George 
Tang  the  bell.  It  was  answered  by  Maria's  maid,  but 
Ajteorge  said  he  wanted  the  butler.     The  man  appeared, 

"IsMr.  Yerrall  come?" 

■■'''l^o,  sir.     It  is  Mr.  Godolphin." 

"  When  Mr.  Verrall  comes,  show  him  into  the  bank 
pai-lour,  and  call  me.  I  wish  to  see  him  before  he  goes 
'into  the  drawing-room." 

Tlie  man  departed  with  his  order.  George  went  into 
the  bedroom,  which  was  adjoining.  A  few  minutes, 
and  some  one  else  was  heard  to  come  in,  and  run  up  the 
stairs  with  eager  steps.  It  was  followed  by  an  im- 
patient knocking  at  Maria's  door. 

It  proved  to  be  Isaac  Hastings.  A  fine-looking 
young  man  with  a  sensible  countenance.  "Have  they 
:  gone  in  to  dinner  yet,  Maria  ?"  he  hastily  cried. 

"No.  It  is  not  time.  Nobody's  come  but  Mr. 
^Oodolphin." 

■"  I  did  such  a  stupid  trick.     I " 

^  Is  it  you,  Isaac  ?"  interrupted  George,  returning  to 
-■the  room.     "  I  eould  not  think  who  it  was,  rushing  up." 

^'  I  wanted  to  catch  you,  sir,  before  you  went  in  to 
dinner,"  replied  Isaac,  holding  out  a  letter  to  George. 
^'  It  came  for  you  this  afternoon,"  he  continued,  "  and  I 
•put  it,  as  I  thought,  in  the  rack ;  and  one  for  myself, 
ikvhieh  also  came,  I  put  in  my  pocket.  Just  now  I 
fo^nd  I  had  brought  away  yours,  and  left  mine." 
'J;!^"  Yours   is   in  the   rack  now,"    said    George.      "I 
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\Yondered  what  brought  it  tkere.   Hurde  said  you  sorted 
the  letters." 

He  took  the  letter,  glanced  at  its  superscription,  and 
retired  to  the  window  to  read  it.  There  appeared  to  be 
but  a  very  few  lines.  George  read  it  twice  over,  and 
then  lifted  his  flushed  face :  flushed,  as  it  seemed,  with 
pain — with  a  perplexed,  hopeless  sort  of  expression. 
Maria  could  see  his  face  in  the  pier-glass.  She  turned 
to  him: 

"  George,  what  is  it  ?     You  have  had  bad  news !" 

He  crushed  the  letter  in  his  hand:  "Bad  news! 
ITothing  of  the  sort.  Why  should  you  think  that  ?  It 
is  a  business  letter  that  I  ought  to  have  had  yesterday, 
though,  and  I  am  vexed  at  the  delay." 

He  left  the  room  again.     Isaac  prepared  to  depart. 

"'  Will  you  stay  and  take  tea  with  me,  Isaac  ?"  asked 
Maria.     "I  have  dined.     I  am  expecting  Eose." 

"  I  am  out  at  tea  abeady,"  answered  Isaac,  with  a 
laugh.  "I  was  at  Grace's.  We  were  begiiming  tea, 
when  I  put  my  hand  in  my  pocket  to  take  out  the  letter, 
and  found  it  was  Mr.  George  Godolphin's." 

"  You  were  not  in  a  hurry  to  read  your  own  letter," 
returned  Maria. 

"  No.  I  knew  who  it  was  from.  There  was  no  hurry. 
I  ran  all  the  way  from  Grace's  here,  and  now  I  must 
rim  back  again.     Good-bye,  Maria." 

Isaac  went.  George  was  in  and  out  of  the  room, 
walking  about  in  a  restless  manner.  Several  arrivals 
had  been  heard,  and  Maria  felt  sure  that  all  the  guests, 
or  nearly  all,  must  have  come.  "  Why  don't  you  go  to 
them,  George  ?"  she  asked. 

The  hour  for  dinner  struck  as  she  spoke,  and  George 
quitted  the  room.  He  did  not  enter  tlie  drawing-room, 
but  went  down  and  spoke  to  the  butler. 
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"  Is  Mr.  Yerrall  not  come  yet  ?" 

"  No,  sir.     Every  one  else  is  here." 

George  retraced  his  steps  up-stairs  and  entered  the 
drawing-room.  He  was  gay  George  again ;  handsome- 
George  ;  not  a  line  of  per23lexity  could  be  traced  on  his 
open  brow,  not  a  shade  of  care  in  his  bright  blue  eye» 
He  shook  hands  with  his  guests,  offering  only  a  half 
apology  for  his  tardiness,  and  saying  that  he  knew  his. 
brother  was  there  to  replace  him. 

Some  minutes  of  busy  conversation,  and  then  it 
flagged :  another  few  minutes  of  it,  and  a  second  flag, 
Thomas  Godolphin  whispered  his  brother,  "George,  I 
should  not  wait.     Mr.  Yerrall  cannot  be  coming." 

George  went  quite  red  with  anger,  or  some  other 
feeling.  "  Not  be  coming  ?  Of  course  he  is  coming  ! 
There's  nothing  likely  to  detain  him." 

Thomas  said  no  more.      But  the  waiting welly 

you  all  know  what  it  is,  this  awkward  waiting  for  dinner. 
By-and-by  the  butler  looked  into  the  room.  George 
thought  it  might  be  a  hint  that  the  dinner  was  spoiling,, 
and  he  reluctantly  gave  orders  for  serving. 

A  knock  at  the  door — a  loud  knock — resounding 
through  the  house.  George  Godolphin's  face  lighted 
up.  "  There  he  is !"  he  exclaimed.  "  But  it  was  toe 
bad  of  him  to  keep  us  waiting." 

There  he  is  not,  George  might  have  said,  could  he 
have  looked  through  the  closed  door  at  the  applicant 
standing  there.  It  was  only  the  evening  visitor  for 
Maria,  pretty  Kose  Hastings. 


o3 


.  CHAPTER  V. 

A  KEVELATION   IN  THE   ASH-TEEE   WALK. 

The  dinner-table  was  spacious,  consequently  tlie  ab- 
sence of  one  at  it,  was  conspicuous.  ^Ir.  Verrall's  chair 
was  still  left :  be  would  come  yet,  George  said.  There 
was  no  clergyman  present,  and  Thomas  Godolphin  said 
the  grace.  He  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  opposite  to 
his  brother. 

"We  are  thirteen!"  exclaimed  Sir  John  Pevans,  a 
young  baronet,  who  had  been  reared  to  be  a  milksop, 
and  feared  consumption  for  himself.  "  I  don't  much 
like  it.     It  is  the  ominous  number,  you  know." 

Some  of  them  laughed.  "What  is  that  peculiar 
superstition  ?"  asked  Colonel  Max.  *^  I  have  never  been 
able  to  understand  it." 

"  The  superstition  is,  that  if  a  party  of  thirteen  sit 
■down  to  dinner,  one  of  them  is  sure  to  die  before  the 
year  is  out,"  replied  young  Pevans,  speaking  with  grave 
seriousness. 

"  Why  is  thirteen  not  as  good  a  number  to  sit  down 
.as  any  other?"  cried  Colonel  Max,  humouring  the 
baronet.     "  As  good  as  fourteen,  for  instance  ?" 

"  It's  the  odd  number." 

■"  The  odd  number.     It's  no  more  the  odd  number, 
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Pevans,  than  any  other  number  s  odd,  that's  not  even. 
What  do  you  say  to  eleven  ? — what  do  you  say  to 
fifteen?" 

*'I  can't  explam  it,"  returned  Sir  John.  "I  only 
know  that  the  superstition  does  exist,  and  that  I  have 
noticed,  in  more  instances  than  one,  that  it  has  been 
borne  out.  Three  or  four  parties  who  have  sat  down  to 
dinner  thirteen,  have  lost  one  of  them  before  the  year 
has  come  round.  You  laugh  at  me,  of  course ;  I  have 
been  laughed  at  before :  but,  suppose  you  notice  it 
now  ?  We  are  thirteen  of  us :  see  if  we  are  all  ahve 
by  the  end  of  the  year." 

Thomas  Godolphin,  in  his  inmost  heart,  thought  it 
not  unlikely  that  one  of  them,  at  any  rate,  would  not 
be  there.  Several  faces  were  broad  with  amusement : 
the  most  serious  of  them  was  Lord  Averil's. 

"  You  don't  believe  in  it,  Averil !"  uttered  Colonel 
Max  in  surprise,  as  he  gazed  at  him. 

"  I !"  was  the  answer.  "  Certainly  not.  Why  should 
you  ask  it  ?" 

"  You  look  so  gTave  over  it." 

"  I  never  like  to  joke,  though  it  be  but  by  a  smile,  on 
the  subject  of  death,"  replied  Lord  Averil.  "I  once 
received  a  lesson  upon  the  point,  and  it  will  serve  me 
for  my  life." 

"  Will  your  lordship  tell  us  what  it  was  ?"  interposed 
Su'  John,  who  had  been  introduced  to  Lord  Averil  that 
day  for  the  first  time. 

"I  cannot  tell  it  now,"  replied  Lord  Averil.  *'It  is 
not  a  subject  suited  to  a  merry  party,"  he  frankly  added. 
"  But  it  would  not  tend  to  bear  out  your  superstition. 
Sir  John  :  you  are  ]30ssibly  thinking  that  it  might." 

"  If  I  have  sat  do^n  once  thirteen,  I  have  sat  down 
fifty  times,"  cried  Colonel  Max,  "  and  we  all  lived  the 
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year  out  and  many  a  year  on  to  it.     I'd  not  mention^ 
such  nonsense  again,  were  I  you,  Sir  John." 

Sir  John  did  not  answer  for  a  moment :  he  was  en- 
joying his  first  glass  of  sparkhng  wine.  "  Only  notice, 
that's  all,"  nodded  he.  "  I  don't  want  to  be  a  croaker, 
but  I  dont  like  to  sit  dovv^n  thirteen." 

"Could  we  not  make  Yerrall  the  scapegoat^  and 
invoke  the  evil  to  fall  on  his  head  ?"  cried  a  mocking 
voice.     "  It  is  his  fault." 

"  Sir  John,"  interrupted  another,  "  how  do  yon  calcu- 
late the  time?  Is  the  damao^e  to  accrue  before  this 
veritable  year  of  grace  is  out ;  or  do  you  give  us  full 
twelve  months  from  this  evening  ?" 

"  Kidicule  me  as  much  as  you  like,"  said  Sir  John, 
good-humouredly.      "  All   I  say  is,  Notice.     If  every 
one  of  us,  now  sitting  here,  is  alive  this  time  twelve- 
month, then  I'll  not  put  faith  in  it  again.     I  hope  we 
shaU  be !" 

"  I  hope  we  shall  be,  too,"  acquiesced  Colonel  Max. 
"  You  are  a  social  subject,  though,  to  invite  to  dinner,, 
Pevans!      I    should   fancy   Mr.   George   Godolphin  is- 
thinking  so." 

Mr.  George  Godolphin  appeared  to  be  thinking  of 
something  that  rendered  him  somewhat  distrait.  In 
point  of  fact,  his  duties  as  host  were  considerably  broken 
in  upon  by  listening  to  the  door.  Above  the  conversa- 
tion, the  clatter  of  plates,  the  drawing  of  corks,  his  e£ir 
was  alive,  hoping  for  the  knock  that  should  announce 
Mr.  Yerrall.  It  was  of  course  strange  that  he  neither 
came  nor  sent.  But  no  knock  seemed  to  come :  and 
George  could  only  rally  his  powers  and  forget  Mr. 
Yerrall. 

It  was  a  recherch'3  repast.  George  Godolphfn's  state- 
dinners  always  were.    iSTo  trouble  or  expense  was  spared 
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at  them.  Luxuries,  in  season  and  out  of  season,  would 
be  there.  The  turtle  would  seem  richer  at  his  table 
than  at  any  other,  the  venison  more  than  venison ;  the 
Moselle  was  of  a  fuller  flavour,  the  sparkling  hermitage 
was  of  the  rarest  vintage.  The  dinner  this  day  did  not 
disgrace  its  predecessors,  and  the  guests  appeared  to 
enjoy  themselves  to  the  utmost,  in  spite  of  the  absence 
of  Mr.  Verrall,  and  Sir  John  Pevans'  prognostications 
thereon. 

The  evening  was  drawing  on,  and  some  of  the  gentle- 
men were  solacing  themselves  mth  a  cup  of  coffee,  when 
the  butler  slipped  a  note  into  his  master's  hand.  "  The 
man  is  waiting  for  an  answer,  sir,"  he  whispered. 

George  glided  out  of  the  room,  opened  the  note,  and 
read  it.  So  fully  impressed  had  he  been  with  the  con- 
viction that  it  came  from  Mr.  Verrall,  explaining  the 
cause  of  his  absence,  that  he  positively  had  to  read  it 
twice  over  before  he  could  take  in  the  fact  fully  that  it 
was  not  from  Mr.  Verrall  at  all.  A  very  few  lines  in 
pencil,  dated  from  the  principal  inn  of  the  place,  and 
running  as  follows : 

"  Dear  Godolphin, 

"  I  am  ill  and  creaky,  and  have  halted  here 
midway  in  my  journey  to  get  a  night's  rest  before  going 
on  again,  which  I  must  do  at  six  in  the  morning. 
Come  in  for  half  an  hour — there's  a  good  fellow !  I 
don't  know  when  we  may  meet  again.  The  regiment 
embarks  to-morrow ;  and  it  can't  embark  without  me. 
Come  at  once,  or  I  shall  be  gone  to  bed. 

"  G.  St.  Aubyn." 

One  burning  desire,  almost  irrepressible,  had  hung 
over  George  all  the  evening — that  he  could  run  up  to 
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Verr all's  and  learn  the  cause  of  his  absence.  Mr. 
Yerrairs  absence  in  itself  would  not  in  the  least  have 
troubled  George  ;  but  he  had  a  most  urgent  reason  for 
wishing  to  see  him :  hence  his  anxiety.  To  leave  his 
guests  to  themselves  would  have  been  scarcely  the 
thing :  but  this  note  appeared  to  afford  just  the  excuse 
wanting.  At  any  rate,  George  determined  to  make  it 
the  excuse. 

"  One  of  the  waiters  brought  this,  I  suppose,  Pierce  ?" 
he  said  to  the  butler. 

"  Yes,  sh-." 

*'  My  compliments,  and  I  mil  be  with  CajDtain  St. 
Aubyn  directly." 

George  went  into  the  room  again.  Intending  to 
proclaim  liis  proposed  absence,  and  plead  Captain  St. 
Aubyn's  illness  (which  he  would  put  in  a  strong  light) 
as  his  justification  for  the  inroad  upon  good  manners. 
A  sudden  thought  came  over  him  that  he  would  only 
tell  Thomas.     George  drew  him  aside. 

"  Thomas,  you'll  be  host  for  me  for  half  an  hour,"  he 
whispered.  "  St.  Aubyn  has  just  sent  me  an  urgent 
summons  to  go  and  see  him  at  the  Bell.  He  was 
passing  through  Prior's  Ash,  and  is  forced  to  halt  and 
iie  up :  very  ill." 

"  Won't  to-morrow  morning  do  ?"  asked  Thomas. 

"He  goes  on  at  six.  The  regiment  embarks  to- 
morrow. I'll  be  back  before  they  have  had  time  to 
miss  me.  If  they  do  miss  me,  say  it  is  a  duty  of  friend- 
ship that  any  one  of  them  would  have  answered  as  I 
^m  doing,  if  called  upon.     I'll  soon  be  back." 

Away  he  went.  Thomas  felt  unusually  well  that 
evening,  and  exerted  himself  for  his  brother.  Once 
out  of  the  house,  George  hesitated.  Should  he  dash  up 
to  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly  first,  and  ease  his  mind,  or 
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sliould  he  go  first  to  the  Bell?  The  Bell  was  very 
near,  but  in  the  opposite  direction  to  Ashlydyat.  He 
turned  first  to  the  Bell,  and  was  soon  in  the  presence  of 
Captain  St.  Aubyn. 

They  had  been  long  friends,  the  two  :  first  at  school ; 
then  at  college  ;  and  since,  up  to  now.  St.  Aubyn  was 
of  the  same  county,  but  frora  its  extreme  confines. 
George  had  seen  him  some  days  before,  and  had  then 
wished  him  God-speed.     He  was  bound  for  Malta. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  have  sent  for  you,"  exclaimed 
Captain  St.  Aubyn,  holding  out  his  hand  to  George. 
"  I  hear  you  have  friends  this  evening." 

"It  is  just  the  kindest  thing  you  could  have  done 
for  me,"  impulsively  answered  George.  "  I  would  have 
given  a  five-pound  note  out  of  my  pocket  for  a  plea  to 
absent  myself;  and  your  letter  came  and  afforded  it." 

What  more  he  chose  to  explain  was  between  them- 
selves :  it  was  not  much :  and  in  five  minutes  George 
was  on  his  way  to  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly.  On  he 
strode,  his  eager  legs  scarcely  touching  the  ground. 
He  lifted  his  hat  and  bared  his  brow,  hot  with  anxiety, 
to  the  night  air.  It  was  a  very  light  night,  the  moon 
high ;  and,  as  George  pushed  through  the  dark  grove 
on  the  grounds  of  the  Folly,  he  saw  Charlotte  Pain 
emerge  from  the  same  at  a  little  distance,  a  dark  shawl, 
or  mantle,  thrown  completely  over  ker  head  and  figure, 
apparently  for  the  purpose  of  disguise  or  concealment. 
Her  face  was  tm'ned  for  a  moment  towards  the  moon- 
light, and  there  was  no  mistaking  the  features  of 
Charlotte  Pain.  Then  she  crouched  down,  and  sped 
along  under  the  friendly  cover  of  the  trees.  George 
hastened  to  overtake  her. 

But  when  he  got  up  with  her,  as  he  thought,  there 
was    no    Charlotte    there.      There  was    no    anybody. 
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Where  had  she  crept  to  ?  How  liad  she  disappeared  ? 
She  must  have  plunged  among  the  trees  again.  But 
George  was  in  too  much  haste  then  to  see  Mr.  Verrall, 
to  puzzle  himself  over  Charlotte.  He  crossed  to  the 
terrace  and  rang  at  the  bell. 

Were  the  servants  making  -merry  ?  He  had  to  ring 
again.  A  tolerable  peal  this  time.  Its  echoes  might 
have  been  heard  at  Ashlydyat. 

" Is  Mr.  Yerrall  at  home?" 

"No,  sir.     Mrs.  Pain  is." 

"  Mrs.  Pain  is  not,"  thought  George  to  himself.  But 
he  followed  the  man  to  the  drawing-room. 

To  his  indescribable  astonishment,  there  sat  Charlotte, 
at  work.  She  w^as  in  evening  dress,  her  gown  and  hair 
interlaced  with  jewels.  Calmly  and  quietly  sat  she, 
very  quietly  for  her,  her  King  Charley  reposing  upon  a 
chair  at  her  side,  fast  asleep.  It  was  next  to  impossible 
to  fancy,  or  believe,  that  she  could  have  been  outside  a 
minute  or  two  ago,  scudding  in  and  out  of  the  trees,  as 
if  dodging  somebody,  perhaps  himself.  And  yet,  had  it 
been  necessary,  George  thought  he  could  have  sworn 
that  the  face  he  saw  was  the  face  of  Charlotte.  So 
bewildered  did  he  feel,  as  to  be  diverted  for  a  moment 
from  the  business  which  had  taken  him  there. 

"  You  may  well  be  surprised  !"  cried  Charlotte,  look- 
ing at  him ;  and  George  noticed  as  she  spoke  that  there 
"was  some  peculiar  exj)ression  in  her  face,  not  common 
to  it.  ''To  see  me  at  work  is  one  of  the  world's 
wonders.  A  crochet  mat  took  my  fancy  to-day  in  a 
shop,  and  I  bought  it,  thinking  I'd  make  one  like  it. 
Instead  of  making  one,  I  have  managed  to  ravel  out  the 
other." 

She  pointed  on  the  ground  as  she  spoke.  There, 
half  covered  by  her   dress,   lay   a  heap   of  crinkled- 
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looking  cotton  ;  no  doubt  the  ravelled-out"  mat.  Char- 
lotte was  plying  the  needle  again  with  assiduity,  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  pattern  of  instruction  at  her  elbow. 

"How  very  quickly  you  must  have  come  in!"  ex- 
claimed George. 

"  Come  in  from  where  ?"  asked  Charlotte. 

"  As  I  came  to  the  door^  I  saw  you  stooping  down 
near  the  grove  on  the  left,  something  dark  over  your 
head." 

"  You  fancied  it,"  said  Charlotte.  "  I  have  not  been 
out." 

"But  I  certainly   did   see   you,"   repeated   George. 

^^  I  could  not  be  mistaken.     You were  I  fanciful, 

Charlotte,  I  should  say  you  were  in  mischief,  and 
wanted  to  escape  observation.  You  were  stooping 
•down  under  shade  of  the  trees  and  running  along 
quickly." 

Charlotte  lifted  her  face  and  looked  at  him  with 
wondering  eyes.  "  Ai'e  you  joking,  or  are  you  in 
•earnest?"  asked  she. 

"I  never  was  more  in  earnest  in  my  life.  I  could 
have  staked  my  existence  upon  its  being  you." 

"  Then  I  assure  you  I  have  not  stirred  out  of  this 
room  since  I  came  into  it  from  dinner.  What  possessed 
me  to  try  at  this  senseless  work,  I  cannot  tell,"  she 
:added,  flinging  it  across  the  floor  in  a  momentary 
accession  of  temper.  "  It  has  given  me  the  headache, 
and  they  brought  some  tea  to  me." 

"  You  are  looking  very  poorly,"  remarked  George. 

"  Am  I  ?  I  don't  often  get  such  a  headache  as  this. 
The  pain  is  here,  over  my  left  temple.  Bathe  it  for 
me,  will  you,  George  ?" 

A  handkercliief  and  some  eau-de-Cologne  were  lying 
on  the  table  by  her.     George  gallantly  undertook  the 
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office  :  but  he  could  not  get  over  his  wonder.     "  I'll  tell 
you  what,  Charlotte.     If  it  was  not  yourself,  it  must 

have  been  your " 

,  "It  must  have  been  my  old  blind  black  dog,"  in- 
terrupted Charlotte.  "  He  has  a  habit  of  creeping 
about  the  trees  at  night.  There  I  I  am  sure  that's  near 
enough.     I  don't  believe  it  was  anything." 

*^  Your  double  I  was  going  to  say,"  persisted  George. 
"  I  never  saw  your  face  if  I  did  not  think  I  saw  it  then. 
It  proves  how  mistaken  we  may  be.  Where's  Verrall  ? 
A  pretty  trick  he  played  me  this  evening." 

"  What  trick  ?"  repeated  Charlotte.  "  Verrall's  gone 
to  London." 

"  Gone  to  London  !"  shouted  George,  his  tone  one  of 
painful  dismay.     "  It  cannot  be." 

"It  is,"  said  Charlotte.  "When  I  got  in  from  our 
ride  I  found  Yerrall  going  off  by  the  train.  He  had 
received  a  telegraphic  message,  which  took  him  up." 

^'  Why  did  he  not  call  upon  me  ?  He  knew — he 
knew — the  necessity  there  was  for  me  to  see  him.  He 
ought  to  have  come." 

*••  I  conclude  he  was  in  a  hurry  to  catch  the  train," 
said  Charlotte. 

"  Why  did  he  not  send  ?" 

"  He  did  send.  I  heard  him  send  a  verbal  message 
by  one  of  the  servants :  to  the  effect  that  he  was 
summoned  unexpectedly  to  London,  and  could  not, 
therefore,  attend  your  dinner.  How  early  you  have 
broken  up !" 

"  We  have  not  broken  up.  I  left  my  guests  to  see 
after  Yerrall.     No  messao'e  was  brought  to  me." 

"  Then  I  will  inquire,"  began  Charlotte,  rising. 
George  gently  pushed  her  back. 

"It  is  of  little  consequence,"  he  said.     "It  might 
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have  saved  me  some  suspense ;  but  I  am  glad  I  got  the 
dinner  over  without  knowing  it.     I  must  see  Verrall." 

Charlotte  carried  her  point,  and  rang  the  bell.  "If 
you  are  glad,  George,  it  is  no  extenuation  for  the 
negligence  of  the  servants.  They  may  be  forgetting 
some  message  of  more  importance,  if  they  are  left  un- 
reproved  now." 

But,  forgotten,  the  message  had  not  been.  The 
servant,  it  appeared,  had  misunderstood  his  master, 
and  carried  the  message  to  Aslilydyat,  instead  of  to 
the  bank. 

"  How  very  stupid  he  must  have  been !"  remarked 
Charlotte  to  George,  when  the  explanation  had  been 
arrived  at.  "  Sometimes  I  think  people  have  but  half 
their  share  of  brains." 

"  Charlotte,  I  must  see  Verrall.  I  received  a  letter 
this  evening  from  London  which  I  ought  to  have  had 
yesterday,  and  it  has  driven  me  to  my  wits'  end." 

^'  About  the  old  business  ?"  questioned  Charlotte. 

"  Just  so.     Look  here." 

He  took  the  letter  from  his  pocket  :  the  letter 
brought  back  to  him  by  Isaac  Hastings,  and  which  he 
had  assured  Maria  had  not  contained  bad  news :  opened 
it,  and  handed  it  to  Charlotte  for  her  perusaL  Better, 
possibly,  for  Mr.  George  Godolphin  that  he  had  made 
a  bosom  friend  of  his  wife  than  of  Charlotte  Pain! 
Better  for  gentlemen  in  general,  it  may  be,  that  they 
should  tell  their  secrets  to  their  wives  than  to  their 
wives'  would-be  rivals  —  however  comprehensive  the 
fascinations  of  these  latter  ladies  may  be.  George, 
however,  made  his  own  bed,  as  we  all  do  ;  and  George 
would  have  to  lie  upon  it. 

"  What  am  I  to  do,  Charlotte  ?" 

Charlotte  sat  bending  over  the  note,  and  pressing  her 


A   EEVELATION   IN    THE   ASH-TEEE  WALK.  63 

foreliead.     Her  look  was  one  of  perplexity ;  peqolesitv 
great  as  George's. 

"It  is  a  dangerous  position,"  she  said  at  length. 
*<If  not  averted " 

She  came  to  a  dead  pause,  and  their  eyes  met. 

"Ay!"  he  repeated — "if  not  averted!  Xothing 
^Yould  remain  for  me  but " 

"  Hush,  George,"  said  she,  laying  her  hand  upon  his 
lips,  and  then  letting  it  fall  upon  his  fingers,  where  it 
remained. 

There  they  sat,  it  is  hard  to  say  how  long,  heads 
together,  talking  earnestly.  Charlotte  was  in  his  full 
confidence.  Whatever  may  have  been  the  nature,  the 
depth  of  his  perplexities,  she  fathomed  them.  At 
length  George  sprang  up  with  a  start. 

"  I  am  forgetting  ever}i:hing  !  I  forgot  those  people 
were  at  home,  Avaiting  for  me.     Charlotte,  I  must  go." 

She  rose,  put  her  arm  within  his,  and  took  a  step 
with  him,  as  if  she  would  go  to  let  him  out.  Perhaps 
she  was  in  the  habit  of  letting  him  out. 

"  Xot  there !  not  that  way !"  she  abruptly  said,  for 
George  was  turning  to  unclose  the  shutter  of  the 
window.    "  Come  into  the  next  room,  and  I'll  open  that." 

The  next  room  was  dark.  They  opened  the  window, 
and  stood  yet  a  muiute  within  the  room,  talking 
anxiously  still.     Then  he  Cjuitted  her,  and  went  forth. 

He  intended  to  take  the  lonely  road  homewards, 
being  the  nearest ;  that  dark,  narrow  road  you  may 
remember  to  have  heard  of,  where  the  ash-trees  met 
overhead,  and,  as  report  went,  a  ghost  was  in  the  habit 
of  taking  walking  exercise  by  night.  George  had  no 
thoughts  for  ghosts  just  then  :  he  had  a  "  ghost "  within 
him,  frightful  enough  to  scare  away  a  whole  lane  fuU. 
Nevertheless,  George  Godolphin  did  take  a  step  back 
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with  a  start,  wlien,  just  inside  the  Ash-tree  walk,  after 
passing  the  turnstile,  there  came  a  dismal  groan  from 
some  dark  figure  seated  on  a  broken  bench. 

It  was  all  dark  together  there.  The  thick  ash-trees 
hid  the  moon ;  George  had  just  emerged  from  where 
her  beams  shone  bright  and  open  ;  and  not  at  first  did 
he  distinguish  who  it  was,  sitting  there.  But  his  eyes- 
grew  accustomed  to  the  obscurity. 

"  Thomas !"  he  cried,  in  consternation.     "  Is  it  you  ?" 

For  answer,  Thomas  Godolphin  caught  hold  of  his 
brother,  bent  forward,  and  laid  his  forehead  upon 
George's  arm,  another  deep  groan  breaking  from  him. 

That  George  Godolphin  would  rather  have  been 
waylaid  by  a  real  ghost,  than  by  his  brother  at  that 
particular  time  and  place,  was  certain.  It  may  be  very 
charming  to  a  schoolboy  to  steal  cherry -pudding,  but 
it's  not  pleasant  to  be  caught  coming  out  of  the  pantry 
by  the  master.  Better  that  the  whole  world  should 
detect  any  undue  anxiety  for  Mr.  Yerrall's  companion- 
ship just  then,  than  that  Thomas  Godolphin  should. 
At  least,  George  thought  so  :  but  conscience  makes  the 
best  of  us  cowards.  Nevertheless,  he  gave  his  earnest 
sympathy  to  liis  brother. 

"  Lean  on  me,  Thomas.  Let  me  support  you.  How 
have  you  been  taken  ill  ?" 

Another  minute,  and  the  paroxysm  of  pain  was  past. 
Thomas  wiped  the  dew  from  his  brow,  and  George  sat 
down  on  the  narrow  bench  beside  him. 

"  How  came  you  to  be  here  alone,  Thomas  ?  Where 
is  your  carriage  ?" 

"I  ordered  the  carriage  early,  and  it  came  just  as 
you  had  gone  out,"  explained  Thomas.  "Feehng 
weU,  I  sent  it  away  as  I  had  to  wait,  saying  I  would 
walk  home.     The  pain  overtook  me  just  as  I  reached 
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this  spot,  and  but  for'  the  bench  I  should  have  fallen. 
But,  George,  what  brings  you  here  ?"  was  the  next  very 
natural  question.  "  You  told  me  you  were  going  to  the 
Bell." 

"  So  I  was  ;  so  I  did,"  said  George,  speaking  volubly. 
"  St.  Aubyn  I  found  very  poorly  :  I  told  him  he  would 
be  best  in  bed,  and  came  away.  It  was  a  nice  night ; 
I  felt  inclined  for  a  run,  so  I  came  up  here  to  ask 
Verrall  what  had  kept  him  from  dinner.  He  was  sent 
for  to  London,  it  seems,  and  the  stupid  servant  took  his 
apology  to  Ashlydyat,  instead  of  to  the  bank." 

Thomas  Godolphin  might  vrell  have  rejoined,  "If 
Yerrall  is  away,  where  have  you  stopped?"  But  he 
made  no  remark. 

"  Are  they  all  gone  ?"  asked  George,  alluding  to  his 
guests. 

"  They  are  all  gone.  I  made  it  right  with  them 
respecting  your  absence.  My  being  there  w^as  almost 
the  same  thing :  they  appeared  to  regard  it  so.  George, 
I  believe  I  must  have  your  arm  as  far  as  the  house. 
See  what  an  old  man  I  am  getting." 

"  Will  you  not  rest  longer  ?  I  am  in  no  hurry,  as 
they  have  gone.  \"\^iat  can  this  pain  be,  that  seems  to 
be  attacking  you  of  late  ?" 

"  Has  it  never  occurred  to  you  what  it  may  be  ?" 
quietly  rejoined  Thomas. 

"  No,"  replied  George.  But  he  noticed  that  Thomas's 
tone  was  a  peculiar  one,  and  he  began  to  run  over  in 
liis  own  mind  all  the  pharmacopceia  of  ailments  that 
flesh  is  heir  to.  "  It  cannot  be  rheumatism,  can  it, 
Thomas?" 

"It  is  something  worse  than  rheumatism,"  said 
Thomas,  in  his  serene,  ever-thoughtful  tone.  "A  short 
while,  George,  and'you  will  be  master  of  xishlydyat." 

VOL.    II.  F 
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George's  heart  seemed  to  stand  still,  and  then  bound 
onwards  in  a  tumult.  The  words  struck  upon  every 
chord  of  feeling  he  possessed — struck  from  more  causes 
than  one. 

"What  do  you  mean,  Thomas?  What  do  you  fear 
may  be  the  matter  with  you  ?" 

"Do  you  remember  what  killed  our  mother?" 

There  was  a  painful  pause.     "  Oh,  Thomas !" 

"  It  is  so,"  said  Thomas,  quietly. 

''  I  hope  you  are  mistaken !  I  Ac)pe  you  are  mis- 
taken !"  reiterated  George.  "  Have  you  had  advice  ? 
You  must  have  advice." 

"  I  have  had  it.  Snow  confirms  my  ovm.  suspicions. 
I  desired  the  truth." 

'*  Who's  Snow  ?"  returned  George,  disparagingly. 
"  Go  to  London,  Thomas  ;  consult  the  best  men  there. 
Or  telegraph  for  one  of  them  down  to  you." 

'•'For  the  satisfaction  of  you  all,  I  may  do  so,"  he 
replied.     "  But  it  cannot  benefit  me,  George." 

"'  Good  Heavens,  what  a  di-eadful  thing !"  returned 
George,  with  feeling.  "'  What  a  blow  to  fall  upon 
you  !^' 

"  You  would  regard  it  so,  were  it  to  fall  upon  you ; 
and  naturally.  You  are  young,  joyous  ;  you  have  your 
wife  and  children.  I  have  none  of  these  attributes : 
and — if  I  had  them  all,  we  are  in  the  hands  of  One 
who  knows  what  is  best." 

George  Godolphin  did  not  feel  very  joyous  just  then : 
had  not  felt  particularly  joyous  for  a  long  time.  Some- 
how, his  own  inward  care  was  more  palpable  to  him 
than  tins  news,  sad  though  it  was,  imparted  by  his 
brother.  He  lifted  his  right  hand  to  his  temples  and 
kept  it  there.  Thomas  suffered  his  o^^tl  hand  to  fall 
upon    George's  left,   which   rested   on    his   knee.      A 
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more  holy  contact  than  tliat  imparted  by  Mrs.  Charlotte 
Pain's. 

"Don't  grieve,  George.  I  am  more  than  resigned. 
I  think  of  it  as  a  happy  change.  This  world,  take  it  at 
its  best,  is  full  of  care  :  if  we  seem  free  from  it  one 
year,  it  only  falls  upon  us  more  unsparingly  the  next. 
It  is  wisely  ordered :  were  the  world  made  too  pleasant 
to  us,  we  might  be  wishing  that  it  could  be  our 
permanent  home." 

Heaven  knew  that  George  had  enough  care  upon 
him.  He  knew  it.  But  lie  was  not  yet  weary  of  the 
world.  Few  do  weary  of  it,  whatever  may  be  their 
care,  until  they  have  learned  to  look  for  a  better. 

"  In  the  days  gone  by,  I  have  felt  tempted  to  wonder 
whv  Ethel  should  have  been  taken,"  resumed  Thomas 
Godolphin.  "I  see  now  how  merciful  the  fiat  was, 
George.  I  have  been  more  thoughtfully  observant, 
perhaps,  than  many  are ;  and  I  have  learnt  to  see,  to 
know,  how  marvellously  all  these  fiats  are  fraught  with 
mercy;  full  of  dark  gloom  as  they  may  seem  to  us. 
It  would  have  been  a  bitter  trial  to  me  to  leave  her 
here  unprotected  ;  in  deep  sorrow ;  perhaps  with  young 
children.  I  scarcely  think  I  could  have  been  reconciled 
to  go ;  and  I  know  what  her  grief  would  have  been. 
AU's  for  the  best." 

Most  rare  was  it  for  undemonstrative  Thomas  Godol- 
phin thus  to  express  his  hidden  sentiments.  George 
never  knew  him  to  do  so  before.  The  time  and  place 
were  peculiarly  fitted  for  it :  the  still,  light  night, 
telling  of  peacefulness ;  the  shady  trees  around,  the 
blue  sky  overhead.  In  these  paroxysms  of  the  disease, 
Thomas  felt  brought  almost  face  to  face  with  death. 

"  It  will  be  a  blow  to  Janet !"  exclaimed  George,  the 
thought  striking  him. 
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"  She  will  feel  it  as  one." 

"  Thomas !  can  notMng  be  done  for  you  ?"  was  the 
impulsive  rejoinder,  spoken  in  all  hearty  good  feeling. 

"  Could  it  be  done  for  my  mother,  George  ?" 

"  I  know.  But,  since  then,  science  has  made  strides. 
Diseases,  once  deemed  incurable,  yield  now  to  skill  and 
enlightenment.     I  wish  you  would  go  to  London !" 

"  There  are  some  few  diseases  which  bring  death 
with  them,  in  spite  of  human  skill :  which  will  bring  it 
to  the  end  of  time,"  rejoined  Thomas  Godolphin. 
"  This  is  one." 

"AYell,  Thomas,  you  have  given  me  my  pill  for 
to-night :  and  for  a  great  many  more  nights,  and  days 
too.  I  wish  I  had  not  heard  it !  But  that,  you  will 
say,  is  a  wish  savouring  only  of  selfishness.  It  is  a 
dreadful  affliction  for  you  !  Thomas,  I  must  say  it — a 
dreadful  affliction." 

"  The  disease,  or  the  ending,  do  you  mean  ?"  Thomas 
asked,  with  a  smile. 

"Both  are.  But  I  spoke  more  particularly  of  the 
disease.  The  disease  in  itself  is  a  lingering  death,  and 
nothing  better." 

"  A  lingering  death  is  the  most  favoured  death — as  I 
regard  it :  a  sudden  death  the  most  unhappy  one.  See 
what  time  is  given  me  to  *  set  my  house  in  order,' "  he 
added,  the  sober,  pleasant  smile  deepening.  *^  I  must 
not  fail  to  do  it  well,  must  I  ?" 

"  And  the  pain,  Thomas !  That  will  be  lingering, 
too." 

"  I  must  bear  it." 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  put  his  arm  witliin  his 
brother's.  George  seemed  to  him  then  the  same 
powerfid.  protector  that  he,  Thomas,  must  have  seemed 
to  Sir  George  in  that  midnight  walk  at  Broomhead. 
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He  stood  a  minute  or  two,  as  if  gathering  his  strength, 
and  then  walked  forward,  leaning  heayily  on  George. 
It  was  the  pain,  the  excessive  agony  that  so  unnerved 
him :  a  little  while,  and  he  would  seem  in  the  possession 
of  his  strength  again. 

"  Ay,  George,  it  will  soon  be  yours.  I  shall  not 
long  keep  you  out  of  Ashlydyat.  I  cannot  quite  tell  how 
you  will  manage  alone  at  the  bank  when  I  am  gone," 
he  continued,  more  in  a  business  tone.  "  I  think  of  it 
a  great  deal.  Sometimes  I  fancy  it  might  be  better  if 
you  took  a  staid,  sober  partner ;  one  of  middle  age,  a 
thorough  man  of  business.  Great  confidence  has  been 
accorded  me,  you  know,  George.  I  suppose  people 
like  my  steady  habits." 

"  They  like  you  for  your  honest  integrity,"  returned 
George,  the  words  seeming  to  break  from  him  im- 
pulsively. ^*  I  shall  manage  very  well,  I  dare  say,  when 
the  time  comes.  I  suppose  I  must  settle  do^^^l  to 
steadiness ;  to  be  more  as  you  have  been.  I  can,"  he 
continued,  in  a  sort  of  soliloquy.     "  I  can,  and  I  will." 

"  And  George,  you  will  be  a  good  master,"  continued 
Thomas.  "Be  a  kind,  considerate,  good  master  to  all 
who  shall  then  be  dependent  on  you.  I  have  tried  to 
be  so :  and,  now  that  the  end  has  come,  it  is,  I  assure 
you,  a  pleasant  consciousness  to  possess — to  look  back 
upon.  I  have  a  few,  very  few,  poor  pensioners  who  may 
have  been  a  little  the  better  for  me  :  those  I  shall  take 
care  of,,  and  Janet  will  sometimes  see  them.  But  some 
of  the  servants  lapse  to  you  with  Ashlydyat :  I  speak  of 
them.  Make  them  comfortable.  Most  of  them  are 
already  in  years  :  take  care  of  them  when  they  shall  be 
too  old  to  work." 

"  Oh,  ITl  do  that,"  said  George.     "  I  expect  Ja " 

George's  words  died  away.     They  had  turned  round 
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the  asli-trees,  and  were  in  front  of  the  Dark  Plain. 
AA  hite  enough  looked  the  plain  that  night ;  but  dark 
was  the  Shadow  on  it.  Yes,  it  was  there !  The  dark, 
the  portentous,  the  terrific  Shadow  of  Ashlydyat ! 

They  stood  still.  Perhaps  their  hearts  stood  still. 
AVho  can  know?  A  man  would  rather  confess  to  an 
unholy  deed,  than  acknowledge  his  behef  in  a  ghostly 
superstition. 

"  How  dark  it  is  to-night !"  broke  from  George. 

In  truth,  it  had  never  been  darker,  never  more 
intensely  distinct.  If,  as  the  popular  belief  went,  the 
evil  to  overtake  the  Godolphins  was  foreshadowed  to  be 
greater  or  less,  according  to  the  darker  or  lighter  hue 
of  the  Shadow,  why  then  never  did  the  like  ill  fall  on 
the  Godolphins,  that  was  to  fall  now. 

'-  It  is  black,  not  dark,"  replied  Thomas,  in  answer  to 
George's  remark.  "  I  never  saw  it  so  black  as  it  is 
now.     Last  night  it  was  comparatively  light." 

George  turned  liis  gaze  quickly  up\yards  to  the  moon. 
Searching  in  the  aspect  of  that  luminary  a  solution  of 
the  black  shade  of  to-night.  "  There's  no  difference  !" 
he  cried  aloud.  "  The  moon  was  as  bright  as  this,  last 
niofht,  but  no  brio^hter.  I  don't  think  it  could  be 
brighter.  You  say  the  Shadow  was  there  last  night, 
Thomas  ?" 

"  Yes.     But  not  so  dark." 

"  But,  Thomas !  you  were  ill  last  night ;  you  could 
not  see  it." 

"I  came  as  far  as  the  turnstile  here  with  Lord 
Averil.  He  called  at  Ashlydyat  after  leaving  Lady 
Godolphin's  Folly.  I  was  better  then,  and  strolled  out 
of  the  house  with  him." 

"  Did  he  see  the  Shadow  ?" 

"  I  don't  know.     It  was  there ;  but  not  very  distinct. 
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He  did  not  appear  to  observe  it.  We  were  passing 
quickly,  and  talking  about  my  illness." 

"  Did  you  impart  to  Lord  Averil  any  hint  of  what 
yom-  illness  may  be  ?"  asked  George,  hastily. 

"Not  an  indication  of  it.  Janet,  Snow,  and  you  are 
my  only  confidants  as  yet.  Bexley  partially  so.  Were 
that  Shadow  to  be  seen  by  Prior's  Ash,  and  the  fact  of 
my  illness  to  transpire,  people  would  be  for  saying  that 
it  was  a  forewarning  of  my  end,"  he  continued,  with  a 
grave  smile,  as  he  and  George  turned  to  pursue  their 
road  to  Ashlydyat. 

They  reached  the  porch  in  silence.  George  shook 
hands  with  his  brother.  "  Don't  you  attempt  to  come 
to  business  to-morrow,'''  he  said.  "  I  will  come  up  in 
the  evening,  and  see  you." 

"  Won't  you  come  in  now,  George  ?" 

"iSTot  now.  Good-night,  Thomas.  I  heartily  wish 
you  better." 

George  turned  and  retraced  liis  steps,  past  the  ash- 
trees,  past  the  Dark  Plain.  Intensely  black  the  Shadow 
did  certainly  look :  blacker  even  than  when  he  had 
passed  it  just  before — at  least  so  it  appeared  to  George's 
eyes.  He  halted  a  moment,  quite  struck  with  the 
sombre  hue.  "  Thomas  said  it  apj)eared  but  light  last 
night,"  he  half  muttered :  "and  for  him  death  cannot 
be  much  of  an  evil.  Superstitious  Janet,  daft  Margery, 
would  both  say  that  the  evil  affects  me :  that  I  am  to 
bring  it!"  he  added,  with  a  smile  of  mockery  at  the 
words.     "  Angry  enough  it  certainly  looks !" 

It  did  look  angry.  But  George  vouchsafed  it  no 
fm'ther  attention.  He  had  too  much  on  his  mind  to 
give  heed  to  shadows,  even  though  it  were  the  ominous 
Shadow  of  Ashlydyat.  George,  as  he  had  said  to 
Charlotte  Pain,  was  pretty  near  at  his  wits'  end.     One 
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of  his  minor  perplexities  was,  liow  he  should  get  to 
London.  He  had  urgent  necessity  for  proceeding 
thither  in  search  of  Mr.  Verrall,  and  equally  urgent 
was  it  that  the  expedition  should  be  kept  from  the 
knowledge  of  Thomas  Godolphin.  What  convenient 
excuse  could  he  invent  for  his  absence  ? 

Kapidly  arranging  his  plans,  he  proceeded  'again  to 
the  Bell  Inn,  held  a  few  minutes'  confidential  conversa- 
tion with  Captain  St.  Aubyn,  waking  that  gentleman 
out  of  his  first  sleep  to  hold  it — not  that  he  by  any 
means  enlightened  him  as  to  any  trouble  that  might  be 
running  riot  with  his  brain — and  then  went  straight 
home.     Maria  came  forward  to  meet  him. 

"  How  is  poor  Captain  St.  Aubyn,  George  ?    Very  ill  ?" 

"Very.  How  did  you  know  anything  about  it, 
Maria?'' 

"  Thomas  told  me  you  had  been  sent  for.  Thomas 
came  to  my  sitting-room  before  he  left,  after  the  rest 
were  gone.     You  have  stayed  a  good  while  with  him." 

"  Ay.  What  should  you  say  if  I  were  to  go  back  and 
stop  the  night  with  him  ?"  asked  George,  half  jokingly. 

''  Is  he  so  ill  as  that  ?" 

"  And  also  to  accompany  him  a  stage  or  two  on  his 
journey  to-morrow  morning  ?  He  starts  at  six,  and  he 
is  about  as  fit  to  travel  as  an  invalid  first  out  of  bed 
after  a  month's  illness." 

"  Do  you  really  mean  that  you  are  going  to  do  all 
that,  George  ?"  she  inquired,  in  surprise. 

George  nodded.  "I  do  not  fancy  Thomas  will  be 
here  to-morrow,  Maria.  Ask  to  speak  to  Isaac  when  he 
comes  in  the  morning.  Tell  him  that  I  shall  be  home 
some  time  in  the  afternoon,  but  I  have  gone  out  of 
toAvn  a  few  miles  with  a  sick  friend.  He  can  say  so  if 
I  am  particularly  inquired  for." 
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George  went  to  liis  bedroom.  Maria  followed  him. 
He  was  changing  his  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  he  took 
an  over-coat  upon  liis  arm.  Then  he  looked  at  his 
watch. 

"  What  is  the  time  ?"  asked  Maria. 

*^  Twenty  minutes  past  eleven.  Good-night,  my 
darling." 

She  fondly  held  his  face  down  to  hers  while  he  kissed 
her,  giving  him — as  George  had  once  saucily  told  her 
she  would  do — kiss  for  kiss.  There  was  no  shame  in  it 
now ;  only  love.  *'  Oh,  George,  my  dearest,  miud  you 
come  back  safe  and  well  to  me !"  she  murmured,  the 
tears  filling  her  eyes. 

*'  Don't  I  always  come  back  safe  and  well  to  you,  you 
fooHsh  child !     Take  care  of  yourself,  Maria." 

He  went  down  stairs,  unlocked  the  large  door  which 
shut  in  the  bank  premises,  and  entered  the  manager's 
room — his  own.  Unlocking  his  desk,  he  took  from  it 
one  or  two  things  that  he  required,  and  was  relocking 
it  when  Maria  came  in. 

"  I  found  this  on  the  floor  of  our  room,  George.  I 
think  you  must  have  dropped  it." 

It  was  the  letter  which  had  caused  George  such  tri- 
bulation. "  Thank  you,"  he  said  eagerly,  wondering  at 
his  carelessness ;  for  it  would  not  have  been  altogether 
agreeable  had  that  letter  been  found  and  read  by  indis- 
criminate people.  In  changing  son^e  things  from  one 
coat  to  the  other,  he  must  have  dropped  it. 

**  Must  you  really  go,  George  ?" 

"  And  tliis  minute,  too.  One  more  good-bye,  my 
dearest." 

Maria's  hand  rested  lingeringly  in  his.  Could  she 
have  divined  that  Mr.  George's  tender  adieux  sometimes 
strayed  elsewhere  ! — that  his  confidences  were  given. 
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but  not  to  her !  George  locked  the  door,  and  Maria 
took  the  key,  to  deposit  it  in  its  place.  He  then  went 
out  at  the  hall  door,  and  closed  it  after  him. 

It  was  well  Maria  did  not  watch  him  away !  Well 
for  her  astonishment.  Instead  of  going  to  the  Bell  Inn, 
he  turned  short  round  to  the  left,  and  took  the  cross 
cut  which  led  to  the  railway.  Gaining  the  station  in 
time  to  catch  the  express  train,  which  passed  through 
Prior's  Ash  at  midnio'ht  for  London. 
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CHAPTER  YL 

ME.  VEEEALL's   CHAMBEES. 

In  tlioroiighly  handsome  chambers  towards  the  west 
end  of  London,  fitted  njD  with  a  costly  elegance  more  m 
accordance  (one  w^onld  think)  with  a  place  consecrated 
to  the  refinements  of  life,  than  to  business,  there  sat  one 
morning  a  dark  gentleman,  of  most  staid  and  respect- 
able appearance.  To  look  at  his  clean,  smoothly- 
shaven  face,  his  grey  hair,  his  gold-rimmed  spectacles, 
his  staid  appearance  altogether,  every  item  of  which 
carried  respectability  with  it,  you  might  have  trusted 
the  man  at  the  first  glance.  In  point  of  fact,  he  was  got 
up  to  he  trusted.  A  fire  was  pleasant  on  those  spring 
mornings,  and  a  large  and  clear  one  burnt  in  the  bur- 
nished grate.  Miniature  statues^  and  other  articles  pos- 
sessing, one  must  suppose,  some  rare  excellence,  gave 
to  the  room  a  refined  look ;  and  the  venerable  gentle- 
man (venerable  in  staid  respectability,  you  must  under- 
stand, more  than  from  age,  for  his  years  were  barely 
fifty)  sat  enjoying  its  blaze,  and  culling  choice  morsels 
from  the  Times.  The  money  article,  the  prices  of  stock, 
a  large  insolvency  case,  and  other  news,  especially 
acceptable  to  men  of  business,  were  being  eagerly  read 
by  him. 
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An  architect  might  go  and  take  a  model  of  these 
chambers,  so  artistically  were  they  arranged.  A  client 
could  pass  into  any  one  of  the  three  rooms,  and  not 
come  out  by  the  same  door ;  he  might  go  ^up  to  them 
by  the  wide  and  handsome  staircase,  and  descend  by 
means  of  a  ladder,  and  emerge  in  a  back  street.  Xot 
altogether  a  ladder,  literally  speaking ;  but  by  a  stau'- 
case  so  narrow  as  to  deserve  the  name.  It  did  happen, 
once  in  a  way,  that  a  gentleman  might  prefer  that 
means  of  exit,  even  if  he  did  not  of  entrance.  These 
chambers  were,  not  to  keep  you  longer  in  suspense, 
the  offices  of  the  great  bill-discounting  firm,  Trueworthy 
and  Co. 

One  peculiar  featm-e  in  their  internal  economy  w^as, 
that  no  client  ever  got  to  see  Mr.  Trueworthy.  He  was 
too  great  a  man  to  stoop  to  business  in  his  o^\^l  proper 
person :  he  was  taking  his  pleasure  in  the  East ;  or  he 
w^as  on  a  visit  to  some  foreign  court,  the  especial  guest 
of  its  imperial  head ;  or  sojourning  with  his  bosom 
friend  the  Duke  of  Dorsetshire  at  his  shooting-box ;  or 
reposing  at  liis  own  country-seat ;  or  ill  in  bed  with  the 
gout:  from  one  or  other  of  these  contingencies  ]\Ir. 
Trueworthy  was  invariably  invisible.  It  happened  now 
and  then  that  there  was  a  disturbance  in  these  elegant 
chambers,  caused  by  some  ill-bred  and  ill-advised  gen- 
tleman, who  persisted  in  saying  that  he  had  been  treated 
hardly — in  point,  of  fact,  ruined.  One  or  two  had,  on 
these  occasions,  broadly  asserted  their  conviction  that 
there  was  no  Mr.  Trueworthy :  but  of  course  their 
ravings,  whether  on  the  score  of  their  own  wrongs,  or 
on  the  non-existence  of  that  estimable  gentleman,  whose 
fashionable  movements  might  have  filled  a  weekly 
column  of  the  Court  Cncular,  were  taken  for  what  they 
were  worth. 
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In  the  years  gone  by — but  ^a  veiy  few  years,  tlioiigh. 
— the  firm  had  owned  another  head :  at  any  rate, 
another  name.  A  young  and  fair  man,  who  had  dis- 
dained the  exchisiyeness  adopted  by  his  successor,  and 
deemed  himself  not  too  great  a  mortal  to  be  seen  of 
men.  This  unfortunate  principal  had  managed  his 
affairs  very  badly.  In  some  way  or  other  he  came  to 
grief.  Perhaps  the  blame  lay  in  his  youth.  Somebody 
was  so  wicked  as  to  prefer  against  him  a  charge  of 
swindling;  and  ill-natured  tongues  said  it  would  go 
hard  with  him — fifteen  years  at  least.  What  they 
meant  by  the  last  phrase,  they  best  knew.  Like  many 
another  charge,  it  never  came  to  anything.  The  very 
hour  before  he  would  have  been  captured,  he  made  his 
escape,  and  never  since  had  been  seen  or  heard  of. 
Some  surmised  that  he  was  dead,  some  that  he  was  in 
hiding  abroad :  only  one  thing  was  certain — that  into 
this  country  he  could  not  a^-ain  enter. 

All  that,  however,  was  past  and  gone.  The  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Brompton,  sitting  at  his  ease,  over  his  news- 
paper, his  legs  stretched  out  to  the  blaze,  was  the 
confidential  manager  and  head  of  the  office :  half  the 
applicants  did  not  know  but  he  was  the  principal : 
strangers,  at  fii'st,  invariably  believed  that  he  was.  A 
lower  satellite;  a  clerk,  or  whatever  he  might  be,  sat  in 
an  outer  room  and  bowed  in  the  clients,  his  bow  showino- 
far  more  deference  to  this  gentleman,  than  to  the  clients 
themselves.  How  could  the  uninitiated  suppose  he  was 
anything  less  than  the  principal  ? 

On  this  morning,  there  went  up  the  broad  staircase  a 
gentleman  whose  remai^kable  good  looks  drew  the  eyes 
of  the  passers-by  towards  him,  as  he  got  out  of  the  cab 
which  brought  him.  The  clerk  took  a  liasty  step  for- 
ward, to  imj)ede  his  progi'ess,  for  the  gentleman  was 
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crossing  tlie  office  with  a  bold  step  :  and  all  steps  might 
not  be  admitted  to  that  inner  room.  The  gentleman, 
however,  put  up  his  hand,  as  if  to  say.  Don't  you  know 
me  ?  and  went  on.  The  clerk,  who  at  the  first  moment 
had  probably  not  had  time  to  recognise  him,  tlirew  open 
the  inner  door. 

*•'  Mr.  George  Godolphin,  sir." 

Mr.  George  Godolphin  strode  on.  He  was  evidently 
not  on  familiar  terms  with  the  gentleman,  who  rose  to 
receive  him,  for  he  did  not  shake  hands.  His  tone  and 
manner  were  courteous. 

"IsMr.  YerraUhere?" 

*•  He  is  not  here,  Mr.  Godolphin.  I  am  not  sure  that 
he  will  be  here  to-day." 

'•  I  must  see  him,"  said  George,  firmly.  "  1  have  fol- 
lowed him  to  town  to  see  him.  You  know  that  he  came 
up  yesterday  T 

*'  Yes.     I  met  him  last  niorht. 

*•  I  should  suppose,  as  he  was  sent  for  unexpectedly — 
which  I  hear  was  the  case — that  he  was  sent  for  on 
business  ;  and  therefore  that  he  would  be  here  to-day," 
pursued  George. 

'•'  I  am  not  sure  of  it.     He  left  it  an  open  question." 

George  looked  uncommonly  perplexed.  *•'  I  must  see 
him,  and  I  must  be  back  at  Prior's  Ash  during  business 
hours  to-day.  I  want  to  catch  the  eleven  down-train  if 
I  can." 

"  Can  I  do  for  you  as  well  as  Mr.  Yerrall  ?"  asked 
3Ir.  Brompton,  after  a  pause. 

^•Xo,  you  can't.  Yerrall  I  must  see.  It  is  very 
strange  you  don't  know  whether  he  is  to  be  here  or 
not." 

"  It  happens  to-day  that  I  do  not  know.  Mr.  Yerrall 
left  it  last  night,  I  say,  an  open  question." 
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"  It  is  the  loss  of  time  that  I  am  tliinking  of,"  retmiied 
Georo'e.  "  You  see  if  I  go  down  now  to  his  residence, 
he  may  have  left  it  to  come  up  ;  and  we  should  just  miss 
each  other." 

"  Very  true,"  assented  3[r.  Brompton. 

George  stood  a  moment  in  thought,  and  then  tm^ned 
on  his  heel,  and  departed.  ''  Do  you  know  whether  ]\Ir. 
Yerrall  will  be  up  this  mornuig  ?"  he  asked  of  the  clerk, 
as  he  passed  through  the  outer  room. 

The  clerk  shook  liis  head.  '•'  I  am  unable  to  sav, 
sir." 

George  went  down  to  the  cab,  and  entered  it.  ''  Where 
to,  sir?"  asked  the  driver,  as  he  closed  the  door. 

^•'The  South-Western  Kailway." 

As  the  echo  of  George's  footsteps  died  away  on  the 
stairs,  Mr.  Brompton,  first  slipping  the  bolt  of  the  door 
which  led  into  the  clerk's  room,  opened  the  door  of  ano- 
ther room.  A  double  door,  thoroughly  well  padded, 
deadening  all  semblance  of  sound  between  the  apart- 
ments. It  was  a  larger  and  more  luxurious  room  still. 
Two  gentlemen  were  seated  in  it ;  by  a  similar  bright 
fire :  though,  to  look  at  the  face  of  the  one — a  voune 
man,  whose  handkerchief,  as  it  lay  carelessly  on  the 
table  beside  him,  bore  a  viscount's  coronet — nobodv 
would  have  thought  the  fire  was  needed.  His  face  was 
of  a  glowing  red,  and  he  was  talking  in  angry  excite- 
ment, but  with  a  tone  and  manner  somewhat  subdued, 
as  if  he  were  in  the  presence  of  a  master,  and  dared  not 
put  forth  his  mettle.  In  short,  he  looked  somethino- 
like  a  caged  lion.  Opposite  to  him,  listening  with  cold, 
imperturbable  courtesy,  his  face  utterly  impassive,  as  it 
ever  was,  his  eyes  calm,  his  yellow  hair  in  perfect 
order,  his  moustaches  smooth,  his  elbows  resting  on  the 
arms  of  his  chair,  and  the  tips  of  his  fingers  meLtinn,  ou 
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one  of  wliicli  fino:ers  shone  a  monster  diamond  of  the 
purest  water,  was  Mr.  YerralL  Early  as  the  hour  was, 
glasses  and  champagne  stood  on  the  table. 

Mr.  Brompton  telegraphed  a  sign  to  I^Ir.  Yerrall,  and 
he  came  out,  leaving  the  viscount  to  waste  his  anger 
upon  air.  The  viscount  might  rely  on  one  thing :  that 
it  was  just  as  good  to  bestow  it  upon  air  as  upon  Mr. 
Yerrall,  for  all  the  impression  it  w^ould  make  on  the 
latter. 

"  Grodolphin  has  been  here,"  said  Mr.  Brompton,  keep- 
ing the  thick  doors  carefully  closed." 

'-  He  has  followed  me  to  town,  then  !  I  thought  he 
might.  It  is  of  no  use  my  seeing  him.  If  he  won't  go 
deeper  into  the  mire,  wdiy,  the  explosion  must  come." 

"  He  must  go  deeper  into  it,"  remarked  Mr.  Bromp- 
ton. 

"  He  holds  out  against  it,  and  words  seem  wasted  on 
him.     Where's  he  gone  ?" 

*'  Down  to  your  house,  I  expect.  He  says  he  must 
be  back  home  to-day,  but  must  see  you  first.  I  thought 
you  would  not  care  to  meet  liim,  so  said  I  didn't  know 
whether  you'd  be  here  or  not." 

Mr.  Yerrall  mused.  "  Yes,  I'll  see  him.  I  can't  deal 
with  him  altogether  as  I  do  with  others.  And  he  has 
been  a  lucky  card  to  us." 

Mr.  Yerrall  went  back  to  his  viscount,  who  by  that 
time  was  striding  in  the  most  explosive  manner  up  and 
down  the  room.  Mr.  Brompton  sat  dovm  to  his  news- 
paper again,  and  his  interesting  news  of  the  Insolvent 
Court. 

In  one  of  the  most  charming  villas  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames,  a  villa  which  hterally  lacked  nothing 
desirable,  that  money  could  buy,  sums  of  which  had 
been  lavished  upon  it,  sat  Mrs.  Yerrall  at  a  late  break- 
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fast  on  tliat  same  morning.  She  jumped  up  with  a  little 
scream  at  the  sight  of  George  Godolphin  crossing  the 
velvet  lawn. 

"  What  ill  news  have  you  come  to  tell  me  ?  Is 
Charlotte  killed?  or  is  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly  on 
fire?' 

*'  Charlotte  was  well  when  I  left  her,  and  the  Folly 
standing,"  replied  George,  throwing  care  momentarily 
to  the  ^vinds,  as  he  was  sure  to  do  in  the  presence  of  a 
pretty  woman. 

"  She  will  be  killed,  you  know,  some  day,  with  those 
horses  of  hers,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Verrall.  "  AVhat  have  you 
come  for,  then,  at  this  unexpected  hour  ?  When 
Verrall  arrived  last  night,  he  said  you  were  dinner- 
holding  at  Prior's  Ash." 

"  I  want  to  see  Verrall.     Is  he  up  yet  ?" 

"  Up !  He  was  up  and  away  ages  before  I  awoke. 
He  went  up  early  to  the  office." 

George  paused :  "  I  have  been  to  the  office,  and  Mr. 
Brompton  said  he  did  not  know  whether  he  would  be 
there  to-day  at  all." 

"Oh,  well,  I  don't  know,"  returned  Mrs.  Verrall, 
believing  she  might  have  made  an  inconvenient  admis- 
sion. "  When  he  goes  up  to  town,  I  assume  he  goes  to 
the  office  ;  but  he  may  be  bound  to  the  wilds  of  Siberia 
for  anything  I  can  tell." 

"  When  do  you  expect  him  home  ?'^  asked  George. 

"  I  did  not  ask  him  when,"  carelessly  replied  Mrs. 
Verrall.  "  It  may  be  to-day,  or  it  may  be  next  month. 
What  will  you  take  for  breakfast  ?" 

'•  I  will  not  take  anything,"  replied  George,  holding 
out  his  hand  to  depart. 

"  But  you  are  not  going  again  in  this  hasty  manner  ! 
What  sort  of  a  visit  do  you  call  this  ?" 

VOL.   II.  G 
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"A  hasty  one,"  replied  George.  ''I  must  be  at 
Prior's  Asli  this  afternoon.    Any  message  to  Charlotte  ?" 

"  Why — yes — I  have,"  said  Mrs.  Yerrall,  with  some 
emphasis.  "I  was  about  to  despatch  a  small  parcel 
this  very  next  hour  to  Charlotte,  by  post.  But — when 
shall  you  see  her  ?     To-night  ?" 

"  I  can  see  her  to-ni2:ht  if  you  ^yish." 

"  It  would  oblige  me  much.  The  truth  is,  it  is  some- 
thing I  ought  to  have  sent  yesterday,  and  I  forgot  it. 
Be  sm-e  and  let  her  have  it  to-night.' 

]\Irs.  Yerrall  rang,  and  a  small  packet,  no  larger  than 
a  thick  letter,  was  brought  in.  George  took  it,  and  was 
soon  being  whirled  back  to  London. 

He  stepped  into  a  cab  at  the  Waterloo  Station,  telling 
the  man  he  should  haye  double  pay  if  he'd  drive  at 
double  speed;  and  it  conveyed  him  to  Mr.  Verrall's 
chambers. 

George  went  straight  to  Mr.  Brompton's  room,  as 
before.  That  gentleman  had  finished  liis  Times,  and 
was  buried  deep  in  a  pile  of  letters.  "  Is  Yerrall  in 
now  ?"  asked  George. 

"  He  is  here  now,  Mr.  Godolphin.  He  was  here  two 
minutes  after  you  departed :  it's  a  wonder  you  did  not 
meet." 

George  knew  the  way  to  ]\Ir.  Yerrall's  room,  and  was 
allowed  to  enter.  Mr.  Yerrall,  alone  then,  turned 
round  with  a  cordial  grasp. 

''  Halloa  !"  said  he.  "  We  somehow  missed  this 
morning.     How  are  you  ?" 

"  I  say,  Yerrall,  how  came  you  to  play  me  such  a 
trick  as  to  go  off  in  that  clandestine  manner  yester- 
day?" remonstrated  George.  *'You  know  the  uncer- 
tainty I  was  in :  that  if  I  did  not  get  what  I  hoped  to 
get,  I  should  be  on  my  beam-ends." 
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*'  My  dear  fellow,  I  supposed  yoii  had  got  it.  Hear- 
ing nothing  of  you  all  day,  I  concluded  it  had  come  by 
the  morning's  post." 

"  It  had  not  come,  then,"  returned  George,  in  a  crusty 
tone.  In  spite  of  his  blind  trust  in  the  unbleached  good 
faith  of  Islr.  Verrall,  there  were  moments  when  a 
thought  would  cross  him  whether  that  gentleman  had 
been  playing  a  double  game.     This  was  one. 

"  I  had  a  hasty  summons,  and  was  obliged  to  come 
away  without  delay,"  explained  Mr.  Yerrall.  "  I  sent 
you  a  message." 

"Which  I  never  got,"  retorted  George.  ^- But  the 
message  is  not  the  question.  See  here  !  A  pretty 
letter  this  is  for  a  man  to  receive !  It  came  by  the 
afternoon  post." 

Mr.  Yerrall  took  the  letter  and  digested  the  contents 
deliberately  ;  in  all  probability  he  had  known  their 
substance  before.  "  What  do  you  think  of  it  ?"  de- 
manded George. 

"  It's  unfortunate,"  said  Mr.  Verrall. 

"  It's  ruin,"  returned  George. 

"  Unless  averted.     But  it  must  be  averted." 

"How?" 

"  There  is  one  way,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Yerrall, 
after  a  pause.     "  I  have  pointed  it  out  to  you  abeady." 

"  And  I  wish  your  tongue  had  been  blistered,  Yerrall, 
before  you  ever  had  pointed  it  out  to  me!"  foamed 
George.     "  There  !" 

Mr.  Yerrall  raised  his  impassive  eyebrows.  "  You 
must  be  aware " 

"  Man !"  interrupted  George,  his  voice  hoarse  witli 
emotion,  as  he  grasped  Mr.  Yerrall's  shoulder,  "  do  you 
know  that  the  temptation,  since  you  suggested  it,  is 
ever  standing  out  before  me — an  ^V/?^^5  fatuus,  beckon- 

G  2 


84  THE   SHADOW   OF   ASHLYDYAT. 

ing  me  on  to  it  ?  Though  I  know  that  it  would  prove 
nothing  but  a  curse  to  engulf  me." 

"Here,  George,  take  this/'  said  j\rr.  Verrall,  pouring 
out  a  large  tumbler  of  sparkling  wine,  and  forcing  it 
upon  him.  '^  The  worst  of  you  is,  that  you  get  so 
excited  over  thino-s!  and  then  vou  are"  sure  to  look  at 
them  in  a  wrong  light.  Just  hear  me  for  a  moment. 
The  pressure  is  all  at  this  present  moment,  is  it  not  ? 
If  you  can  lift  it,  you  will  recover  yourself  fast  enough. 
Has  it  ever  struck  you,"  Mr.  Verrall  added,  somewhat 
abruptly,  *'  that  your  brother  is  fading  ?" 

Kemembering  the  scene  mth  his  brother  on  the 
previous  night,  George  looked  very  conscious.  He 
simply  nodded  an  answer. 

"  With  Ashlydyat  yours,  you  would  recover  yourself 
almost  immediately.  There  would  positively  be  no 
risk." 

'^  No  risk  r  repeated  George,  with  emphasis. 

"  I  cannot  see  that  there  would  be.  Everything's  a 
risk,  if  you  come  to  that.  We  are  in  risk  of  eartli- 
cpiakes,  of  a  national  bankruptcy,  of  various  other 
calamities :  but  the  risk  that  would  attend  the  step  I 
suggested  to  you  is  really  so  slight  as  not  to  be  called  a 
risk.  It  never  can  be  known  :  the  chances  are  as  a 
hundred  thousand  to  one." 

"  But  there  remains  the  one,"  persisted  George. 

"  To  let  an  expose  come  would  be  an  act  of  madness, 
at  the  worst  look  out ;  but  it  is  madness  and  double 
madness  when  you  may  so  soon  succeed  to  Aslilydyat." 

"  Oblige  me  by  not  counting  upon  that,  Verrall,"  said 
George.  "  I  hope,  ill  as  my  brother  appears  to  be,  that 
he  may  live  yet." 

'•  I  don't  wish  to  count  upon  it,"  returned  Mr.  Verrall. 
"It  is  for  you  to  count  upon  it,  not  me.     Were  I  in 
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your  place,  I  should  not  shut  my  eyes  to  the  palpable 
fact.  Look  here :  your  object  is  to  get  out  of  this 
mess  ?" 

*'  You  know  it  is,"  said  George. 

"  Very  well.  I  see  but  one  way  for  you  to  do  it. 
The  money  must  be  raised  for  it,  and  how  is  that  to  be 
done  ?  Why,  by  the  means  I  suggest.  It  will  never 
be  known.  A  little  time,  and  things  can  be  worked 
round  again." 

"I  have  been  thinkinor  to  work  thino-s  round  this 
long  while,"  said  George.  "  And  they  grow  worse 
instead  of  better." 

"  Therefore  I  say  that  you  should  not  shut  your  eyes 
to  the  prospect  of  Ashlydyat.  Sit  down.  Be  yourself 
again,  and  let  us  talk  things  over  quietly." 

*•  You  see,  Yerrall,  the  risk  falls  wholly  upon  me." 

"  And,  upon  whom  the  benefit,  for  which  the  risk  will 
be  incurred  ?"  pointedly  returned  Mr.  Yerrall. 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  I  don't  get  the  lion's  share  in 
these  benefits,"  was  George's  remark. 

"  Sit  down,  I  say.  Can't  you  be  still  ?  Here,  take 
some  more  wine.     There,  now  let  us  talk  it  over." 

And,  talk  it  over  they  did,  as  may  be  inferred.  For 
it  was  a  full  hour  afterwards  when  George  came  out. 
He  leaped  into  the  cab,  which  had  waited,  telling  the 
man  that  he  must  di'ive  as  if  he  were  going  through 
fire  and  water.  The  man  did  so :  and  George  arrived 
at  the  Paddington  Station  just  in  time  to  lose  the  train 

Ah  !  when  we  see  these  gentleman  flying  along  in 
their  Hansom  cabs,  so  apparently  at  their  ease,  if  we 
could  but  see  also  the  miserable  perplexity  that  is  rack- 
ing some  of  their  hearts ! 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

DONE  !     BEYOND   RECALL. 

The  clerks  were  at  a  stand-still  in  the  banking-liouse 
of  Godolpliin,  Crosse,  and  Godolpliin.  A  certain  iron 
safe  was  required  to  be  opened,  and  the  key  was  not 
producible.  There  were  duplicate  keys  to  it;  one 
of  them  was  kept  by  Mr.  Godolpliin,  the  other  by  Mr. 
George.  Mr.  Hurde,  the  cashier,  appealed  to  Isaac 
Hastings. 

''  Do  you  think  it  has  not  been  left  with  Mrs.  George 
Godolphin  ?" 

"I'll  ask  her,"  replied  Isaac,  getting  off  his  stool. 
*•  I  don't  think  it  has  :  or  she  would  have  given  it  to  me 
when  she  informed  me  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin's 
absence." 

He  went  into  the  dining-room:  that  pleasant  room, 
which  it  was  almost  a  shame  to  designate  by  the  name. 
Maria  was  standino-  ao-ainst  the  window-frame  in  a  list- 
less  manner,  plucking  mechanically  the  fading  blossoms 
of  a  geranium.  She  turned  her  head  at  the  opening  of 
the  door,  and  sa^Y  her  brother. 

"  Isaac,  what  time  does  the  first  train  come  in  ?" 

"  From  what  place  ?"  inquired  Isaac. 

"  Oh — from  the  Portsmouth  direction.     It  was  Ports- 
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mouth  that  Captain  St.  Aubvii  was  to  embark  from,  was 
it  not?" 

'•'I  don't  know  anything  about  it,"  replied  Isaac. 
"Neither  can  I  tell  at  what  hours  trains  arrive  from 
that  direction.  Maria,  has  Mr.  George  Godolphin  left 
the  book-safe  key  with  you  ?" 

"Xo,"  was  Maria's  answer.  "I  suppose  he  must 
have  forgotten  to  do  so.  He  has  left  it  with  me  when 
he  has  gone  on  an  unexpected  journey  before,  after 
banking  hours." 

Isaac  returned  to  the  rest  of  the  clerks.  The  key 
was  wanted  badly,  and  it  was  decided  that  he  should  go 
up  to  Ashlydyat  for  Mr.  Godolphin  s. 

He  took  the  nearest  road.  Down  Crosse-street,  and 
through  the  Ash-tree  walk.  It  was  a  place,  as  you 
have  heard,  especially  shunned  by  night:  it  was  not 
much  frequented  by  day.  Therefore  it  was  no  surprise 
to  Isaac  Hastings  that  he  did  not,  all  through  it,  meet  a 
single  thing,  either  man  or  ghost.  Right  at  the  very 
top,  however,  on  that  same  broken  bench  where  Thomas 
Godolj)hin  and  his  bodily  agony  had  come  to  an  anchor 
the  previous  night,  sat  Charlotte  Pain. 

She  was  in  deep  thought ;  deep  perplexity ;  there 
was  no  mistaking  that  her  countenance  betrayed  both  : 
some  might  have  fancied  in  deep  pain,  either  bodily  or 
mental.  Pale  she  was  not.  Charlotte's  complexion 
was  made  up  too  fashionably  for  either  red  or  white, 
born  of  emotion,  to  overspread  it,  unless  it  might  be 
emotion  of  an  extraordinaiy  nature.  Hands  clenched, 
brow  knit,  lips  drawn  from  her  teeth,  eyes  starmg  on 
vacancy — Isaac  Hastings  could  not  avoid  reading  the 
signs.     And  lie  read  them  with  surprise. 

"  Good-morning,  Mrs,  Pain  !" 

Charlotte  started  from  the  seat  with  a  half  scream. 
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"  Wliat's  the  use  of  your  startling  one  like  that  ?"  she 
fiercely  exclaimed. 

"I  did  not  startle  you  intentionally,"  replied  Isaac. 
"  You  might  have  heard  my  footsteps,  had  you  not 
been  so  preoccupied.  Did  you  think  it  was  the  ghost 
arriving  ?"  he  added,  jestingly. 

"Of  com'se  I  did,"  returned  Charlotte,  laughing, 
as  she  made  an  effort,  and  a  successful  one,  to  recover 
herself.  *'  What  do  you  do  here  this  morning  ?  Did 
you  come  to  look  after  the  ghost,  or  after  me  ?" 

"  After  neither,"  replied  Isaac,  with  more  truth  than 
gallantry.  "  Mr.  George  Godolphin  has  sent  me  up 
here." 

Now,  in  saying  this,  what  Isaac  meant  to  express, 
was  nothing  more  than  that  his  coming  up  was  caused 
by  George  Godolphin,  xilluding  of  course  to  George's 
forgetfulness  in  carrying  off  the  key.  Charlotte,  how- 
ever, took  the  words  literally,  and  her  eyes  opened. 

"  Did  George  Godolphin  not  go  last  night  ?" 

"  Yes_,  he  went.     He  forgot " 

"Then  what  can  have  brought  him  back  so  soon?" 
was  her  vehement  interruption,  not  allowing  Isaac  time 
to  conclude.  "  There's  no  day  train  in  from  London 
yet." 

"Is  there  not?"  was  Isaac's  rejoinder,  looking  keenly 
at  her. 

"  AYhy,  of  course  there's  not :  as  you  know,  or  ought 
to  know.  Besides,  he  could  not  get  the  business  done 
that  he  has  gone  upon,  and  be  back  yet,  unless  he 
came  by  telegraph.  He  intended  to  leave  by  the 
eleven  o'clock  train  from  Paddington." 

She  spoke  rapidly,  thoughtlessly,  in  her  surprise. 
Her  inward  thought  was,  that  to  have  gone  to  London, 
and  come  back  again  since  the  hour  at  which  she  parted 
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from  him  the  previous  night,  one  '^vay,  at  any  rate, 
mast  have  been  accomplished  on  the  telegraph  wii*es. 
Had  she  taken  a  moment  for  reflection,  she  might  not 
have  spoken.  However  familiar  she  was  with  the 
affairs  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin,  so  much  the  more 
reason  was  there  for  her  shunning  open  allusion  to 
them. 

"  Who  told  you  Mr.  George  Godolphin  had  gone  to 
London,  Mrs.  Pain  ?"  asked  Isaac,  after  a  pause. 

"  Do  you  think  I  did  not  know  it  ?  Better  than  you, 
Mr.  Isaac,  clever  and  wise  as  you  deem  yourself." 

"I  pretend  to  be  neither  one  nor  the  other,  with 
regard  to  the  movements  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin," 
was  the  reply  of  Isaac.  "  It  is  not  my  place  to  be.  I 
heard  he  had  only  gone  a  stage  or  two  towards  Ports- 
mouth with  a  sick  friend.  Of  course  if  you  know  he 
has  gone  to  London,  that  is  a  different  matter.  I  can't 
stay  now,  Mrs.  Pain :  I  have  a  message  for  Mr.  Godol- 
phin." 

"  Then  he  is  not  back  ?"  cried  out  Charlotte,  when 
Isaac  was  going  through  the  turnstile. 

"Not  yet." 

Charlotte  looked  after  him  as  he  whisked  out  of 
sight,  and  bit  her  lips.  A  doubt  was  flashing  over  her 
— called  up  by  the  last  observation  of  Isaac — whether 
she  had  done  right  to  allude  to  London.  When  George 
had  been  with  her,  discussing  it,  he  had  wondered  what 
excuse  he  should  invent  for  taking  the  journey,  and 
Charlotte  never  supposed  but  that  it  would  be  known. 
The  bright  idea  of  starting  on  a  benevolent  excursion 
towards  Portsmouth,  had  been  an  after-thought  of  3Ir. 
George's  as  he  journeyed  home. 

"  If  I  have  done  mischief,"  Charlotte  was  beginning 
slowly   to   murmur.     But   she   threw^   back   her   head 
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defiantly.  ''  Oh,  nonsense  to  mischief !  AYhat  does  it 
matter  ?     George  can  battle  it  out." 

Thomas  Godolphin  vras  at  breakfast  in  his  own  room? 
his  face,  pale  and  worn,  bearing  traces  of  suffering. 
Isaac  Hastings  was  admitted  to  him,  and  explained  the 
cause  of  his  appearance.  Thomas  received  the  news 
of  George's  absence  with  considerable  surprise. 

"  He  left  me  late  last  night — in  the  niglit,  I  may  say 
—to  return  home.  He  said  nothing  then  of  his  intention 
to  be  absent.     Where  do  you  say  he  has  gone  ?" 

"  Maria  delivered  a  message  to  me,  sir,  from  him,  to 
the  effect  that  he  had  accompanied  a  sick  friend.  Cap- 
tain St.  Aubyn,  a  few  miles  on  the  Portsmouth  line," 
replied  Isaac.  "  But  Mrs.  Pain,  whom  I  have  just  met, 
says  it  is  to  London  that  he  has  gone  :  she  knows  it." 

Thomas  Godolphin  made  no  further  comment.  It 
may  not  have  pleased  him  to  remark  upon  any  inform- 
ation touching  his  brother  furnished  by  ]\Irs.  Charlotte 
Pain.  He  handed  the  key  to  Isaac,  and  said  he  should 
speedily  follow  him  to  the  bank.  It  had  not  been 
Thomas  Godolphin's  intention  to  go  to  the  bank  that 
day,  but  the  hearing  of  George's  absence  caused  him  to 
proceed  thither.  He  ordered  his  carriage,  and  got  there 
almost  as  soon  as  Isaac,  bearing  an  invitation  to  jMaria 
from  Janet. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  given  to  business  in  the  manager's 
room,  George's,  and  then  Thomas  Godolphin  went  to 
Maria.  She  was  seated  now  near  the  window,  in  her 
pretty  morning  dress,  engaged  in  some  sort  of  fancy 
work.  In  her  gentle  face,  her  soft  sweet  eyes,  Thomas 
would  sometimes  fancy  he  read  a  resemblance  to  his 
lost  Ethel.     Thomas  greatly  loved  and  esteemed  Maria. 

She  rose  to  receive  him,  holding  out  her  hand  that 
he  might  take  it,  as  she  quietly  but  earnestly  made 
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inquiries  into  his  state  of  health.  Xot  so  well  as  he 
was  yesterday,  Thomas  answered.  He  supposed  George 
had  given  her  the  account  of  their  meeting  the  previous 
night,  under  the  ash-trees,  and  of  his,  Thomas's  illness. 

Maria  had  not  heard  it.  "How  could  George  have 
been  at  the  ash-trees  last  night  ?"  she  wonderingly  in- 
quired.    "  Do  you  mean  last  night,  Thomas  ?" 

"  Yes,  last  night,  after  I  left  you.  I  was  taken  ill  in 
going  home " 

Miss  Meta,  who  had  been  fluttering  about  the  terrace, 
fluttered  in  to  see  who  it  might  be  talking  with  her 
mamma,  and  interrupted  the  conclusion.  "Uncle 
Thomas  !  IJncle  Thomas  !"  cried  she,  joyously.  They 
were  great  friends. 

Her  entrance  diverted  the  channel  of  the  conversation. 
Thomas  took  the  child  on  his  knee,  fojidly  stroking  her 
golden  curls.  Thomas  remembered  to  have  stroked 
just  such  golden  curls  on  the  head  of  his  brother 
George  when  he,  George,  was  a  little  fellow  of  dicta's 
age. 

"Janet  bade  me  ask  if  you  would  go  to  Aslilydyat 
for  the  day,  Maria,"  said  he.     "  She " 

"  Meta  go  too,"  put  in  the  little  quick  tongue. 
"  Meta  go  too,  Uncle  Thomas." 

"  Will  Meta  be  good  ? — and  not  run  away  from  Aunt 
Janet,  and  lose  herself  in  the  passages,  as  she  did  last 
time  ?"  said  Thomas  with  a  smile. 

"  3Ieta  very  good,"  was  the  answer,  given  with  an 
oracular  nod  of  promise. 

"  Then  Meta  shall  go.     If  mamma  pleases." 

Meta  took  it  for  granted  that  mamma  would  please. 
She  waited  for  no  further  consent,  but  slid  down  from 
her  seat  and  ran  away  to  find  Margery  and  tell  her. 
Thomas  turned  to  Maria, 
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"  Where  is  it  that  George  has  gone  ?"  he  asked. 
"With  St.  Anb\Ti  ?  or  to  London?" 

"  Not  to  London,"  replied  Maria.  "'  He  has  gone  with 
Captain  St.  Anbyn.  What  made  you  think  of  London  ?" 

"Isaac  said  Mrs.  Pain  thought  he  had  gone  to 
London,"  replied  Thomas.  "  It  was  some  mistake,  I 
suppose.  But  I  wonder  he  should  go  out  to-day  for 
anytliing  less  urgent  than  necessity.  The  bank  wants 
him.     Will  you  go  to  Ashlydyat,  Maria  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  shall  like  to  go.  I  alway  feel  dull  when 
Cxeorge  is  away." 

Maria  was  soon  to  be  convinced  that  she  need  not 
have  spoken  so  surely  about  George's  haAdng  gone  with 
Captain  St.  Aubyn.  When  she  and  Meta,  with  Margery 
— who  would  have  thought  herself  grievously  -svronged 
had  she  not  been  of  the  party  to  Ashlydyat — were 
stai'ting,  Thomas  came  out  of  the  bank  parlom'  and 
accompanied  them  to  the  door.  \Miile  standing  there, 
the  porter  at  the  Bell  Inn  happened  to  pass,  and  Maria 
stopped  him  to  inquii-e  whether  Captain  St.  Aubjm  was 
better  when  he  left. 

"  He  was  not  at  all  well,  ma'am,"  was  the  man's 
answer :  "  hardly  fit  to  travel.  He  had  been  in  a  sort 
of  fever  in  the  night." 

"  And  my  master,  I  suppose,  must  take  and  sit  up 
with  him !"  put  in  Margery,  without  ceremony,  in  a 
resentful  tone. 

"Xo,  he  didn't,"  said  the  man,  looking  at  Margery,  as 
if  he  did  not  understand  her.  "  It  was  my  turn  to  be 
up  last  night,  and  I  v>-as  in  and  out  of  his  room  fom-  or 
five  times :  but  nobody  stayed  with  him.'^ 

"  But  Mr.  George  Godolphin  went  with  Captain  St. 
xiub}ni  this  morning  ?"  said  Thomas  Godolphin  to  the 
man. 
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'    "  Went  where,  sir  ?" 

''  Started  with  him.     On  his  journey." 

*'Xo,  sir  ;  not  that  I  know  of.  I  did  not  see  him  at 
the  station." 

Maria  thought  the  man  must  be  stupid.  "Mr.  George 
Godolphin  returned  to  the  Bell  between  eleven  and 
twelve  last  night,"  she  explained.  "  And  he  intended 
to  accompany  Captain  St.  Aubyn  this  morning  on  his 
journey." 

"  Mr.  George  v/as  at  the  Bell  for  a  few  minutes  just 
after  eleven,  ma'am.  It  was  me  that  let  him  out.  He 
did  not  come  back  again.  And  I  don't  think  he  was 
up  at  the  train  this  morning.  I'm  sure  he  was  not  with 
Captain  St.  Aubyn,  for  I  never  left  the  captain  till  the 
train  started." 

Nothing  further  was  said  to  the  porter.  He  touched 
his  hat,  and  went  on  his  way.  Maria's  face  wore  an  air 
of  bewilderment.     Thomas  smiled  at  her. 

"  I  think  it  is  you  who  must  be  mistaken,  Maria," 
said  he.  "  Depend  upon  it,  Mrs.  Pain  is  right :  that  he 
has  gone  to  London." 

"  But  why  should  he  go  to  London  without  telling 
me  ?"  debated  Maria.  "  Why  say  he  was  going  with 
Captain  St.  Aubyn  ?" 

Thomas  could  offer  no  opinion.  Miss  Meta  began  to 
stamp  her  pretty  shoes,  and  to  drag  her  mamma  by  the 
hand.     She  was  impatient  to  depart. 

They  chose  the  way  of  the  lonely  Ash-tree  walk.  It 
Avas  pleasant  on  a  sunshiny  clay  :  sunshine  scares 
away  ghosts:  and  it  was  also  the  nearest.  As  they 
were  turning  into  it,  they  met  Charlotte  Pain.  Maria, 
simple-hearted   and   straightforward,   never   casting    a 

suspicion  to to  anything  undesirable,  spoke  at  once 

of  the  uncertainty  she  was  in,  as  to  her  husband. 
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"  Wliy  do  you  think  he  has  gone  to  London  ?"  she 
asked. 

"  I  know  he  has,"  replied  Charlotte.  "  He  told  me 
he  was  going." 

"But  he  told  me  he  was  only  going  with  Captain 
St.  Aubyn,"  returned  Maria,  a  doubtful  sound  in  her 
tone. 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  gentlemen  do  not  always  find  it  desu- 
able  to  keep  their  mves  au  courant  of  then-  little 
affairs." 

Had  it  been  salvation  to  her,  Charlotte  could  not 
have  helped  lanciDg  that  shaft  at  Maria  Godolphin. 
No :  not  even  regard  for  George's  secrets  stopped  her. 
She  had  done  the  mischief  by  speaking  to  Isaac,  and 
this  opportunity  was  too  glorious  to  be  missed,  so  she 
braved  it  out.  Had  Charlotte  dared — for  her  own  sake 
— she  could  have  sent  forth  an  unlimited  number  of 
poisoned  arrows  daily  at  George  Godolphin's  wife :  and 
she  would  have  relished  the  sport  amazmgiy.  She 
sailed  off:  a  curiously  conspicuous  smile  of  triumph  in 
her  eyes  as  they  were  bent  on  Maria,  her  parting 
movement  being  a  graciously  condescending  nod  to  the 
child. 

Maria  was  recalled  to  her  senses  by  the  aspect  of 
Margery.  The  woman  was  gazing  after  Charlotte  with 
a  dark,  strange  look  :  a  look  that  Maria  understood  as 
little  as  she  understood  Charlotte's  triumphant  one. 
Margery  caught  the  eye  of  her  mistress,  and  smoothed 
her  face  down,  with  a  short  cough. 

*'  I'm  just  a  taking  the  pattern  of  her  jacket,  ma'am. 
It  matches  bravely  with  the  pork-pie,  it  does.  I  wonder 
what  the  world  '11  come  to  next  ?  The  men  '11  take  to 
women's  clothes,  I  suppose  ;  now  the  women  have  took 
to  men's.     Meta,  child,  if  I  thought  yoicd  ever  make 
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such  a  Jezebel  of  yourself  when  you  grow  up  to  be  a 
woman,  I'd— I'd " 

"  What,  Margery  ?"  asked  Meta,  looking  up. 

"  I'd  like  to  take  you  along  of  me,  first,  when  I'm 
put  into  my  coffin.     There  !" 

Mr.  George — as  you  may  remember — missed  his 
train.  And  Mr.  George  debated  whether  he  should 
command  a  special.  Two  reasons  withheld  him.  One 
was,  that  his  arriving  at  Prior's  Ash  by  a  special  train 
might  excite  comment ;  the  other,  that  a  special  tram 
is  expensive ;  and  of  late  Mr.  George  Godolphin  had 
not  had  any  too  much  of  ready  cash  to  spare.  He 
waited  for  the  next  ordinary  train,  and  that  deposited 
him  at  Prior's  Ash  at  seven  o'clock. 

He  proceeded  home  at  once.  The  bank  was  closed 
for  the  evening.  Pierce  admitted  his  master,  who 
went  into  the  dining-room.  No  sign  of  dinner;  no 
signs  of  occupation. 

"  My  mistress  is  at  Ashlydyat,  su\  She  went  up  this 
morning  with  Miss  Meta  and  Margery.  You  would 
like  dinner,  sir,  would  you  not  ?" 

"  I  don't  much  care  for  it,"  responded  George.  "  A 
bit  of  anything.  Has  Mr.  Godolphin  been  at  the  bank 
to-day?"" 

"  Yes,  sir.     He  has  been  here  all  day,  I  think." 

George  went  into  the  bank  parlour,  then  to  other  of 
the  business  rooms.  He  was  looking  about  for  letters : 
he  was  looking  at  books :  altogether  he  seemed  to  be 
busy.     Presently  he  came  out  and  called  to  Pierce. 

"  I  want  a  light." 

Pierce  brought  it.  "  I  shall  be  engaged  here  for  half 
an  hour,  Pierce,"  said  his  master.  "Should  anybody 
call,  I  cannot  be  disturbed  :  under  any  pretence,  you 
understand." 
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"  Yery  well,  sir,"  replied  Pierce,  as  he  withdrew. 
And  George  locked  the  intervening  door  between  the 
house  and  the  bank,  and  took  out  the  key. 

He  turned  into  a  passage  and  went  diving  do^vn  a 
few  stairs,  the  light  in  his  hand.  Selected  one  of  several 
keys  which  lie  had  brought  with  him,  and  opened  the 
door  of  a  dry,  vaulted  room.  It  was  the  strong-room  of 
the  bank,  secure  and  fireproof. 

"  Safe,  number  three,  on  right,"  he  read,  consulting 
a  bit  of  paper  on  which  he  had  copied  down  the  words 
in  pencil  up-stairs.  "  Number  three  ?  Then  it  must  be 
this  one." 

Taking  another  of  the  keys,  he  put  it  into  the  lock. 
Turned  it,  and  turned  it,  and — could  not  open  the  lock. 
George  snatched  it  out,  and  read  the  label.  '''  Key  of 
safe,  number  two." 

"  What  an  idiot  I  am !  I  have  brought  the  wrong 
key!" 

He  went  up-stairs  again,  gTumbling  at  his  stupidity, 
opened  the  cupboard  where  the  keys  were  kept,  and 
looked  for  the  right  one.  Number  tln:ee  was  the  one 
he  w^anted.     And  number  tlu^ee  was  not  there. 

George  stood  transfixed.  He  had  the  custody  of  the 
Ivoys.  No  other  person  had  the  power  of  approaching 
the  place  they  were  guarded  in :  except  his  brother. 
Had  the  bank  itself  disappeared,  George  Godolphin 
could  not  have  been  much  more  astonished  than  at  the 
disappearance  of  this  key.  Until  this  moment,  this 
discovery  of  its  absence,  he  would  have  been  ready  to 
swear  that  there  it  was,  before  all  the  judges  of  the 
land. 

He  tossed  the  keys  here ;  he  tossed  them  there ; 
little  heeding  how  he  misplaced  them.  George  became 
convinced   that   the  Fates  were  dead  against  him,  in 
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spiriting  away,  just  because  he  wanted  it,  this  particular 
key.  That  no  one  could  have  touched  it  but  Thomas, 
he  knew :  and  why  he  should  have  done  so,  George 
could  not  imagine.  He  could  not  imagine  where  it 
was,  or  could  be,  at  the  present  moment.  Had  Thomas 
required  it  to  visit  the  safe,  he  was  by  far  too  exact,  too 
methodical,  not  to  return  it  to  its  place  again. 

A  quai-ter  of  an  hour  given  to  hunting,  to  thinking — 
and  the  thinking  was  not  entirely  agreeable  thinking 
— and  George  gave  it  up  in  despair.  "I  must  wait 
until  to-morrow,"  was  his  conclusion.  "  If  Thomas  has 
carried  it  away  with  him,  through  forgetfulness,  he  will 
find  it  out  and  replace  it  then." 

He  was  shutting  the  cupboard  door,  when  somethmg 
impeded  it  on  its  lower  shelf,  so  that  it  would  not  close. 
Bringing  the  light  inside,  he  found — the  missing  key. 
George  himself  must  have  dropped  it  there  on  first 
opening  the  cupboard.  "VA'ith  a  suppressed  shout  of 
delight,  he  snatched  it  up.  A  shout  of  delight  ! 
]^>etter  that  George  Godolphin  had  broken  into  a  wail  of 
lamentation ! 

He  could  not  conceive  how  it  could  have  got  on  that 
lower  shelf.  That  he  had  dropped  it,  there  was  no 
doubt :  but^  according  to  all  recognised  rules  of  gravity, 
it  ought  to  have  fallen  to  the  ground :  it  was  certainly 
strange  that  it  should  have  leaped  on  to  the  lowest 
shelf,  which  lay  under  the  other.  "  Janet  would  say 
it  was  sent  to  me  as  a  warning  not  to  use  the  key — as  I 
am  about  to  use  it,"  he  said,  musingly.  The  next  moment 
]ie  was  going  down  the  stairs  to  the  strong-room,  laughing 
at  Janet  and  her  superstition,  the  key  in  his  hand. 

Safe,  number  three,  on  the  right,  was  unlocked 
without  trouble  now.  In  that  safe  there  were  some  tin 
boxes,  on  one  of  which  was  inscribed  "  Lord  Averil." 
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Selecting  another  and  a  smaller  key  from  those  he  held, 
George  opened  this. 

It  was  full  of  papers.  George  looked  theDi  rapidly 
over  with  the  quick  eye  of  one  accustomed  to  the  work, 
and  drew  forth  one  of  them.  Eather  a  thick  parcel, 
some  writing  outside  it.  This  he  thrust  into  his  pocket, 
and  began  putting  the  rest  in  order.  Had  a  mirror 
been  held  before  him  at  that  moment,  it  w^ould  have 
reflected  a  face  utterly  colourless. 

Enclosing  it  in  a  stout  envelope  and  directing  it  he 
went  out,  and  dropped  it  into  the  post-office  at  the 
opposite  corner  of  Crosse -street.  Yery  soon  he  was  on 
his  way  to  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly,  bearing  with  him 
the  small  packet  sent  by  Mrs.  Verrall.  A  sufficient 
excuse  for  calling  there,  had  George  required  an  excuse. 
Which  he  did  not. 

It  was  a  light  night ;  as  it  had  been  the  previous  one, 
though  the  moon  was  not  yet  very  high.  He  gained 
the  tm-nstile  at  the  top  of  the  Ash-tree  walk — where  he 
had  been  startled  by  the  apparition  of  Thomas  the 
night  before,  and  Isaac  Hastings  had  seen  Charlotte  Pain 
that  morning — and  turned  into  the  open  way  to  the 
right.  A  few  paces  more,  and  he  struck  into  the  narrow 
j)athway  which  would  convey  him  through  the  gi-ove  of 
trees,  leaving  Ashlydyat  and  its  approaches  to  the  left. 

Did  George  Godolpliin  love  the  darkness,  that  he 
should  choose  that  road  ?  Last  night  and  again  to-night 
he  had  preferred  it.  It  was  most  unusual  for  any  one  to 
approach  the  FoUy  by  that  obscm-e  path.  A  few  paces 
round,  and  he  would  have  skirted  the  thicket,  would 
have  gone  on  to  the  Folly  in  the  bright,  open  moonlight. 
Possibly  George  scarcely  noticed  that  he  chose  it :  full 
of  thought,  was  he,  just  then. 

He  went  along  wdth  his  head  down.     What  were  his 
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reflections  ?  Was  he  wishing  that  he  could  undo  the 
deeds  of  the  last  hour — replace  in  that  tin  case  what  he 
had  taken  from  it  ?  Was  he  wishing  that  he  could  undo 
the  deeds  of  the  last  few  years — be  again  a  man  without 
a  cloud  on  his  brow,  a  more  heavy  cloud  on  his  heart  ? 
It  was  too  late :  he  could  recall  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other.  The  deed  was  abeady  on  its  way  to  London : 
the  years  had  rolled  into  the  awful  Past,  with  its 
doings,  bad  and  good,  recorded  on  high. 

What  was  that  ?  George  lifted  his  head  and  his  ears. 
A  murmur  of  suppressed  voices,  angry  voices  too, 
sounded  near  him,  in  one  of  which  George  thought  he 
recognised  the  tones  of  Charlotte  Pain.  He  pushed 
through  to  an  intersecting  path,  so  narrow  that  one 
person  could  with  difficulty  walk  down  it,  just  as  a 
scream  rang  out  on  the  night  air. 

Panting,  scared,  breathless,  her  face  distorted  with 
fear  or  passion,  so  far  as  George  could  see  of  it  in  the 
shaded  light,  her  gauze  dress  torn  by  every  tree  with 
which  it  came  in  contact,  flying  down  the  narrow  path, 
came  Charlotte  Pain.  And — unless  George  Godolphin 
was  strangely  mistaken — some  one  else  w^as  flying  in 
equal  terror  in  the  opposite  direction  of  tlie  path,  as  if 
they  had  just  parted 

"  Charlotte  !     W^hat  is  it  ?     Who  has  alarmed  you  ?" 

In  the  moment's  first  impulse  he  caught  hold  of  her 
to  protect  her :  in  the  second,  he  loosed  his  hold,  and 
made  after  the  other  fugitive.  The  impression  upon 
George's  mind  was,  that  some  one,  perhaps  a  stranger, 
liad  met  Charlotte,  and  frightened  her  with  rude  words. 
"  Who  was  it  ?"  he  called  out :  and  flew  along  swiftly. 

But  Charlotte  was  as  swift  as  he.  She  flung  her 
hands  round  George,  and  held  him  in.  Strong  hands 
they  were  always:   doubly  strong  in  that  moment  of 
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agitation.     George  could  not  unclasp  tliem :   unless  he 
had  used  violence. 

"  Stop  where  you  are !  Stop  where  you  are  for  the 
love  of  Heaven !"  she  gasped.     "  You  must  not  go." 

"  What  is  all  this  ?  What  is  the  matter  ?"  he  asked, 
in  surprise. 

She  made  no  other  answer.  She  clung  to  him  with 
all  her  weight  of  strength,  her  arms  and  hands  straining 
Avith  the  effort,  reiterating  wildly,  "  You  must  not  go ! 
you  must  not  go !" 

"  Nay,  I  don't  care  to  go,"  replied  George :  "  it  was 
for  your  sake  I  was  following.  Be  calm,  Charlotte: 
there's  no  need  of  this  agitation." 

She  went  on,  down  the  narrow  path,  drawing  him 
along  behind  her.  The  broader  path  gained — though 
that  was  but  a  narrow  one — she  put  her  arm  within  his, 
and  turned  towards  the  house.  George  could  see  her 
scared  white  face  better  now,  and  all  the  tricks  and 
cosmetics  invented  could  not  hide  its  ghastliness ;  he 
felt  her  heaving  pulses ;  he  heard  her  beating  heart. 

Bending  down  to  her,  he  spoke  with  a  soothing 
whisper.    "  Tell  me  what  it  was  that  terrified  you." 

She  would  not  answer.  She  only  pressed  his  arm 
with  a  tighter  pressure,  lest  he  might  break  from  her 
again  in  the  pursuit;  she  pushed  onwards  with  a 
quicker  step.  Sku-ting  round  the  trees,  when  they 
emerged  from  them,  which  in  front  of  the  house  made  a 
half  concave  circle,  Charlotte  came  to  the  end,  and 
then  darted  rapidly  across  the  lawn  to  the  terrace  and 
into  the  house  by  one  of  the  windows.  He  followed 
her. 

Her  first  movement  was  to  close  the  shutters  and  bar 
them :  her  next  to  sit  down  on  the  nearest  chair.  Ill 
as  she  looked,  George  could  scarcely  forbear  a  smile  at 


done!  beyoxd  kecall.        101 

her  gauze  dress :  the  bottom  of  its  skirt  was  hanging  in 
tatters. 

"  Will  you  let  me  get  you  something,  Charlotte  ?  Or 
ring  for  it  ?" 

"I  don't  want  anything,"  she  answered.  "I  shall 
be  all  right  directly.  How  could  you  frighten  me 
so?" 

"  I  frighten  you !"  returned  George.  "  It  was  not  I 
who  frightened  you." 

^'  Indeed  it  was.  You  and  no  one  else.  Did  you  not 
hear  me  scream  ?" 

-I  did." 

"It  was  at  you,  rustling  through  the  trees,"  per- 
sisted Charlotte.  "I  had  gone  out  to  see  if  the  air 
would  do  any  good  to  this  horrid  headache,  which  has 
stopped  upon  me  since  last  night  and  won't  go  away. 
I  strolled  into  the  thicket  of  trees,  thinking  of  all  sorts 
of  lonely  things,  never  suspecting  that  you  or  anybody 
else  was  near  me,  until  the  trees  began  to  shake.  I 
w^onder  I  did  not  faint,  as  well  as  scream." 

"  Charlotte,  what  nonsense  !  You  were  whispering 
angrily  with  some  one;  some  one  who  escaped  in  the 
opposite  direction.     Who  was  it  ?" 

"  I  saw  no  one ;  I  heard  no  one.  Neither  was  I 
whispering." 

He  looked  at  her  intently.  That  she  was  telling  an 
imtruth  he  believed,  for  he  felt  positive  that  some 
second  person  had  been  there.  "Why  did  you  stop 
me,  then,  when  I  would  have  gone  in  pursuit  ?" 

"  It  was  your  fault  for  attempting  to  leave  me,"  was 
Charlotte's  answer.  "I  would  not  have  remained  by 
myself  for  a  jar  full  of  gold" 

"I  suppose  it  is  some  secret.  I  think,  whatever  it 
may  be,  Charlotte,  you  might  trust  mer     He   spoke 
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significantly,  a  stress  on  the  last  word.  Charlotte  rose 
from  her  seat. 

"So  I  would,"  she  said,  "were  there  auvthing  to 
trust.     Just  look  at  me !     My  dress  is  ruined." 

"'You  should  take  it  up  if  you  go  amidst  clumsy 
trees,  whose  rough  trunks  nearly  meet." 

"I  had  got  it  up — until  you  came,"  returned  Char- 
lotte, jumping  upon  a  chair  that  she  might  survey  it  in 
one  of  the  side  glasses.  "You  startled  me  so  that  I 
dropped  it.  I  might  have  it  joined,  and  a  lace  flounce 
put  upon  it,"  she  mused.  "It  cost  a  great  deal  of 
money,  did  this  dress,  I  can  tell  you,  Mr.  George." 

She  jumped  off  the  chair  again,  and  George  produced 
the  packet  confided  to  him  by  Mrs.  Verrall. 

"I  promised  her  that  you  should  have  it  to-night,*' 
he  said.  "Hence  my  unfortunate  appearance  here, 
which  it  seems  has  so  startled  you." 

"  Oh,  that's  over  now.     AVhen  did  you  get  back  ?" 

"By  the  seven-o'clock  train.     I  saw  Verrall." 

"Well?" 

"  It's  not  well.  It's  ill.  Do  you  know  what  I  begin 
to  suspect  at  times  ? — That  Yerrall  and  everybody  else 
is  playing  me  false.     I  am  sick  of  the  world." 

"  No,  he  is  not,  George.  If  I  thought  he  were,  I'd 
tell  you  so.  I  would,  on  my  sacred  w^ord  of  honour. 
It  is  not  likely  that  he  is.  When  we  are  in  a  bilious 
mood  everything  wears  to  us  a  jaundiced  tinge.  You 
are  in  one  to-night." 
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CHAPTER  YIII, 

THE    TRADITION   OF    THE    DARK    PLAIN. 

It  is  the  province  of  little  demoiselles  to  be  naughty : 
it  is  their  delight  to  make  golden  promises  and  then 
break  them,  all  false  and  fearless — as  they  may  do  over 
other  affi^iirs  in  later  life.  Miss  Meta  Godolphin  was 
no  exception.  She  had  gravely  promised  her  uncle 
Thomas  to  be  a  good  girl,  and  not  run  away  to  be  lost 
in  unfrequented  passages :  yet  no  sooner  had  the  young 
lady  arrived  at  Ashlydyat  and  been  released  of  her  out- 
door things  by  Margery,  than  with  a  joyously  defiant 
laugh  of  triumph,  that  would  have  rejoiced  the  heart  of 
Charlotte  Pain,  she  flew  away  off  to  the  forbidden  spot 
— the  unused  passages.  Had  the  little  lady's  motive 
been  laid  bare,  it  might  have,  been  found  to  consist  of 
one  tempting  whole:  the  enjoyment  of  a  thing  for- 
bidden. Truth  to  say,  Miss  Meta  was  uncommonly 
prone  to  be  disobedient  to  all  persons,  save  one.  That 
one  was  her  mother.  Maria  had  never  spoken  a  sharp 
word  to  the  child  in  her  life,  or  used  a  sharp  tone :  but 
she  had  contrived  to  train  the  little  one  to  obey,  as  well 
as  to  love.  George,  Margery,  Mrs.  Hastings,  Miss 
Meta  would  openly  disobey,  and  laugh  in  their  faces 
while  she  did  it :  her  mother,  never.    Meta  remembered 
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a  scolding  she  received  on  the  last  visit  she  had  paid  to 
Ashlydyat,  touching  the  remote  passages — she  had 
never  found  them  out  until  then — and  apparently  the 
reminiscence  of  the  scolding  was  so  agreeable  that  she 
was  longing  for  it  to  be  repeated. 

"Now,"  said  Margery,  as  she  finished  the  young 
lady's  toilette,  "you'll  not  go  up  to  them  old  rooms  and 
passages  to-day,  mind,  Miss  Meta !" 

For  answer,  Miss  jMeta  shook  out  her  golden  curls, 
laughed  defiantly,  and  started  off  to  the  passages  there 
and  then.  Maria  had  never  said  to  her,  "  You  must 
not  go  near  those  passages :"  and  the  commands  of  the 
rest  of  the  world  counted  for  nothing.  Margeiy  re- 
mained in  blissful  ignorance  of  the  disobedience.  She 
supposed  the  child  had  run  to  her  mother  and  the  Miss 
Godolphins.  The  objection  to  Meta's  being  in  the 
passages  alone  had  no  mysterious  or  covert  element  in 
it.  It  proceeded  solely  from  a  regard  to  her  personal 
safety.  The  staircase  leading  to  the  tm-ret  was  unpro- 
tected; the  loopholes  in  the  turret  were  open,  and  a 
fall  from  either  might  cost  the  young  lady  her  life. 
These  places,  the  unfrequented  passages  at  the  back  of 
the  second  story,  and  the  staircase  leading  to  the  square 
turret  above  them,  were  shut  in  by  a  door,  which  closed 
them  from  the  inhabited  part  of  the  house.  This  door 
Miss  Meta  had  learned  to  open :  and  away  she  went,  as 
her  fancy  led  her. 

Maria  was  in  Miss  Godolphin's  room,  taikirg  to  that 
lady  and  to  Bessy.  Bessy  had  been  out  visiting  for  a 
few  days,  but  had  returned  the  previous  evening. 
"  Where  is  it  that  George  has  gone  ?"  Janet  was  asking 
of  Maria.  "  Your  brother  Isaac  said  this  morning  that 
he  was  away." 

"  I  cannot  tell  where  he  has  gone :  tliere  appears  to 
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be  some-  mistake  over  it,"  replied  Maria.  "  George  was 
called  away  from  his  guests  last  night  to  see  Captain 
St.  Aubyn,  who  was  lying  ill  at  the  Bell.  He  came 
home  soon  after  eleven,  said  the  captain  was  very  ill, 
and  that  he  should  return  to  sit  up  with  him,  and  pro- 
bably accompany  him  a  stage  or  two  in  the  morning." 

"He  must  have  returned  home,  then,  direct  from 
here,"  remarked  Janet.  "  He  came  here  with  Thomas, 
whom  he  encountered  in  the  Ash-tree  walk " 

"But  what  brought  George  at  all  in  the  Ash-tree 
walk  last  night?"  interrupted  Maria.  "Thomas  said 
something  about  it,  but  I  forgot  to  ask  him  again." 

"He  had  been  to  j\Ir.  Yerrall's,  he  told  Thomas." 

"  But  Mr.  Yerrall  is  not  at  the  Folly,"  objected 
Maria. 

"  Oh,  he  must  have  been  paying  an  evening  visit  to 
Charlotte  Pain,"  said  Bessy,  who  rarely  judged  it 
necessary  to  conceal  her  thoughts  and  opinions.  "I 
fancy  George  is  rather  fond  of  paying  evening  visits  to 
Mrs.  Pain.  Very  foolish  of  him !  I'm  sure  she's  not 
worth  it." 

"  It  is  Mrs.  Pain  who  says  he  has  gone  to  London, 
and  not  with  Captain  St.  Aubyn,"  said  Maria.  "I 
cannot  in  the  least  understand  it.  If  he  had  any  in- 
tention of  going  to  London,  as  Mrs.  Pain  says,  he  would 
not  come  home  and  tell  me  he  was  going  somewhere 
else." 

"  He  said  nothing  to  Thomas  that  he  was  going  any- 
where," observed  Janet.     "  George " 

A  sound  overhead  startled  Janet  and  caused  her  to 
stop.  Not  that  the  sound,  from  its  noise,  could  have 
startled  any  one.  It  was  a  very  faint  sound,  and  no 
ears  perhaps,  save  the  ever- wakeful  ones  of  Janet, 
would  have  detected  it.     The  tm-ret  was  built  partially 
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over  Janet's  room,  and  it  was  so  unusual  for  any  noise, 
or  sound,  to  be  heard  in  it,  that  Janet  could  not  help 
being  startled  now.  From  year's  end  to  year's  end 
that  lonely  turret  remained  in  silence,  unless  when 
invaded  by  Janet. 

"  Where's  Meta  ?"  hastily  cried  Janet,  running  out 
of  the  room.  "Slie  cannot  have  got  up-stairs  again! 
Margery  !     Where's  the  child  ?" 

Margery  at  that  moment  happened  to  be  putting  the 
finishing  touches  to  her  own  toilette.  She  came  flying, 
without  her  cap,  out  of  one  of  the  many  narrow  passages 
and  windings  which  intersected  each  other  on  that  floor. 
"  The  child  went  off  to  you,  ma'am,  as  soon  as  I  had 
tied  her  pinafore  on." 

"  Then,  Margery,  she  has  got  into  the  turret.  She 
never  came  to  us." 

Up  to  the  turret  hastened  Janet;  up  to  the  turret 
followed  Margery,  capless  as  she  was.  Bessy  and  Maria 
traversed  the  passage  leading  to  the  turret-stairs,  and 
stood  there,  looking  up.  Maria,  had  she  been  alone, 
could  not  have  told  which  of  the  passages  would  lead 
her  to  the  turret-stairs ;  and  she  could  not  understand 
why  so  much  commotion  need  be  made,  although  Meta 
had  run  up  there.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  Maria 
Godolphin,  though  so  many  years  George's  wife  and 
the  presumptive  future  mistress  of  Ashlydyat,  had 
never  been  beyond  that  separating  door.  Miss  Godol- 
phin had  never  offered  to  take  her  beyond  it,  to  show 
her  the  unused  rooms  and  the  turret ;  and  Maria  was 
of  too  sensitively  refined  a  nature  to  ask  it  of  her  own 
accord. 

Janet  appeared,  leading  the  rebel ;  Margery  behind, 
scolding  volubly.  "  Now,"  said  Janet,  when  they 
reached  the  foot,  "  tell  me,  Meta,  how  it  was  that  you 
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could  behave  so  disobediently,  and  go  where  you  had 
been  expressly  told  not  to  go  ?" 

Meta  shook  back  her  golden  curls  with  a  laugli, 
sprang  to  Maria,  and  took  refuge  in  her  skirts. 
"  Mamma  did  not  tell  me  not  to  go,"  said  she. 

Janet  looked  at  Maria :  almost  as  if  she  would  _say, 
Can  it  be  true  that  you  have  not  ? 

"  It  is  true,"  said  3Iaria,  answering  the  look.  "  I 
heard  something  about  her  running  into  the  turret  the 
last  time  she  was  here :  I  did  not  know  it  was  of  any 
consequence." 

"She  might  fall  through  the  loopholes,"  replied 
Janet.  "  Xothing  could  save  her  from  being  dashed  to 
pieces." 

Maria  causfht  the  child  to  her  with  an  involuntarv 
movement.  "Meta,  darling,  do  you  hear  ?  You  must 
never  go  again." 

Meta  looked  up  fondly,  serious  now.  Maria  bent  her 
face  down  on  the  little  upturned  one. 

"Never  again,  darling;  do  not  forget,"  she  mur- 
mured. "  Does  Meta  know  that  if  harm  came  to  her, 
mamma  would  never  look  up  more  ?  She  would  cry 
always." 

Meta  bustled  out  of  her  mammals  arms,  and  stood 
before  Miss  Godolphin,  earnest  decision  on  her  little 
face.     "  Aunt  Janet,  Meta  won't  run  away  again." 

And  when  the  child  made  a  voluntary  promise  like 
that,  they  knew  that  she  would  keep  her  word. 
Margery  whirled  her  away,  telling  her  in  a  high  tone 
of  a  young  lady  of  her  own  age  who  would  do  some- 
thing that  she  was  bade  not  to  do :  the  consequence  of 
which  act  was,  that  the  next  time  she  went  out  for  a 
walk,  she  was  run  at  by  a  bull  with  brass  tips  on  his  horns. 

"  Is  the  turret  really  dangerous  ?"  inquired  Maria. 
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"  It  is  dangerous  for  a  random  cliild  Kke  Meta,  who 
ventures  into  every  hole  and  corner,  without  reference 
to  dirt  or  danger,"  was  Miss  Godolphin's  answer. 
"  Would  you  like  to  go  up,  Maria  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  should.  I  have  heard  George  speak  of  the 
view  from  it." 

"Mind,  Maria,  the  stairs  are  narrow  and  winding," 
interposed  Bessy. 

Nevertheless,  they  went  up,  passing  the  open  loop- 
holes which  might  be  dangerous  to  Meta.  The  first 
thing  that  Maria's  eyes  encountered  when  they  had 
reached  the  top,  was  a  small  bow  of  violet-colom-ed 
ribbon.     She  stooped  to  pick  it  up. 

"  It  is  a  bow  off  Janet's  evening  dress,"  exclaimed 
Bessy.  "Janet" — turning  to  her  sister — "what  can 
have  brought  it  here  ?" 

*^  I  was  up  here  last  night,"  was  the  answer  of  Janet 
Godolphin,  spoken  with  composure. 

"  That's  just  like  you,  Janet !"  retorted  Bessy.  "  To 
watch  for  that  foolish  Shadow,  I  suppose." 

"  Not  to  watch  for  it.     To  see  it." 

Bessy  was  afflicted  with  a  taint  of  heresy.  They  had 
never  been  able  to  imbue  her  with  the  superstition 
pertaining  to  the  Godolphins.  .  Bessy  had  seen  the 
Shadow  more  than  once  with  her  own  eyes ;  but  they 
were  practical  eyes  and  not  imaginative,  and  could  not 
be  made  to  see  anything  mysterious  in  it.  "  The  shade 
is  thrown  by  some  tree  or  other,"  Bessy  would  say. 
And  in  spite  of  its  being  pointed  out  to  her  that  there 
^^as  no  tree  near,  which  could  cast  a  shadow  on  the  spot, 
Bessy  obstinately  held  to  her  own  opinion. 

Maria  gazed  from  two  sides  of  the  turret.  The  view 
from  both  was  magnificent.  The  one  side  overlooked 
the  charming  open   country;    the  other,  Prior^s  xish. 
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On  the  third  side  rose  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly,  stand- 
ing out  like  a  white  foreground  to  the  lovely  expanse 
of  scenery  behind ;  the  fourth  side  looked  down  on  the 
Dark  Plain. 

"  There's  Charlotte  Pain !"  said  Bessy. 

Charlotte  had  returned  home,  it  appeared,  since 
Maria  met  her,  and  changed  her  attire.  She  was  pacing 
the  terrace  of  the  Folly  in  her  riding-habit,  a  whip  in 
her  hand,  and  some  dogs  surrounding  her.  Maria 
turned  towards  the  Dark  Plain,  and  gazed  upon  it. 

**  Is  it  true,"  she  timidly  asked,  "  that  the  Shadow  has 
been  there  for  the  last  night  or  two  ?" 

Janet  answered  the  question  by  asking  another. 
"  Who  told  you  it  was  there,  Maria  ?" 

"  I  heard  Margery  say  it." 

"  Margery  ?"  repeated  Janet.  "  That  woman  appears 
to  know  by  instuict  when  the  Shadow  comes.  She 
dreams  it,  I  think.  It  is  true,  Maria,  that  it  has 
appeared  again,"  she  continued,  in  a  tone  of  unnatural 
composure.  "  I  never  saw  it  so  black  as  it  was  last  night." 

"Do  you  believe  that  there  can  be  anything  in  it — 
that  it  is  a  foreboding  of  ill  ?^  asked  Maria. 

"  I  know  that  it  is  the  tradition  handed  down  with 
our  house :  I  know  that,  in  my  own  experience,  the 
Shadow  never  came  but  it  brought  ill,"  was  the  reply  of 
3Iiss  Godolphin. 

"  Janet,  I  have  never  seen  the  Shadow  but  once," 
resumed  Maria.  "  And  I  could  not  see  much  of  it  then, 
for  George  hurried  me  away.  It  was  the  night  that  we 
reached  home  after  our  marriage." 

"  And  pray,  if  it  be  Heaven's  pleasure,  that  you  may 
never  see  it  again !"  broke  from  Janet  in  answer. 

"  What  caused  the  superstition  to  arise  in  the  first 
instance  ?"  asked  Maria. 
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"  Has  George  never  told  you  the  tale  ?"  replied 
Janet. 

"Kever.  He  says  he  does  not  remember  it  clearly 
enough." 

"It  is  to  be  hoped  he  may  never  have  cause  to 
remember  it  more  clearly  !"  was  the  severe  rejoinder  of 
Janet.  For  a  Godolphin  to  forget,  or  to  profess  to 
forget,  the  house's  tradition,  was  rank  heathenism  in  the 
mind  of  Janet. 

"  Will  you  not  tell  it  me,  Janet  ?" 

Janet  hesitated.  "  One  of  the  early  Godolphins 
brought  a  curse  upon  the  house,"  she  at  length  slowly 
began.  "  It  was  that  evil  ancestor  whose  memory  we 
would  bury,  were  it  practicable ;  he  who  earned  for 
himself  the  title  of  the  Wicked  Godolphin.  He  killed 
his  wife " 

"  Killed  his  wife !"  interrupted  Maria,  somewhat 
startled. 

"  Killed  her  by  gradual  and  long-continued  ill-treat- 
ment," explained  Janet,  whose  voice  had  sunk  to  a 
hushed  tone.  "  He  wanted  her  out  of  the  way  that  an- 
other might  fill  her  place.  He  pretended  to  have  dis- 
covered that  she  was  not  worthy :  than  which  assertion 
nothing  could  be  more  shameful  and  false,  for  she  was 
one  of  the  best  ladies  ever  created.  She  was  a  De 
Commins,  daughter  of  the  warrior  Kichard  de  Commins, 
who  was  brave  as  she  was  good.  She  died  ;  and  the 
Wicked  Godolphin  turned  her  cofiSn  out  of  the  house  on 
to  the  Dark  Plain,  there  " — pointing  down  to  the  open 
space  in  front  of  the  archway — "  there  to  remain  until 
the  day  came  for  interment.  But  he  did  not  Avait  for 
that  clay  of  interment  to  bring  home  his  second  wife." 

"  Not  wait !"  exclaimed  Maria,  her  eager  ears  drink- 
ing in  the  story. 
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"  The  manners  in  those  early  days  will  scarcely  admit 
of  an  allusion  to  them  in  these,"  continued  Janet : 
"they  savour  of  what  is  worse  than  barbarism — sin. 
The  father,  Kichard  de  Commins,  heard  of  his  child's 
death,  and  hastened  to  Ashlydyat,  arriving  by  moon- 
lio:ht.  The  first  sounds  he  encountered  were  the  revels 
of  the  celebration  of  the  second  marriage ;  the  first 
sight  he  saw  was  the  coffin  of  his  daughter  on  the  open 
plain,  a  pall  covering  it,  and  two  of  her  faithful  women 
attendants  sitting,  the  one  at  the  head,  the  other  at  the 
foot,  mourning  the  dead.  While  he  halted  there, 
kneeling  to  say  a  prayer,  it  was  told  to  the  Wicked 
Godolphin  that  De  Commins  had  arrived.  He — that 
AYicked  Godolphin — rushed  madly  out  and  drew  his 
sword  upon  him  as  he  knelt.  De  Commins  was 
wounded,  but  not  badly,  and  he  rose  to  defend  himself. 
There  ensued  a  combat,  De  Commins  ha\dng  no  re- 
source but  to  fight,  and  he  was  killed ;  was  murdered. 
Weary  with  his  journey,  enfeebled  by  age,  weakened 
by  grief,  his  foot  slipped,  and  the  Wicked  Godolphin, 
stung  to  fmy  by  the  few  words  of  reproach  De  Com- 
mins had  had  time  to  speak,  deliberately  ran  hira 
through  as  he  lay.  In  the  moment  of  death,  De 
Commins  cursed  the  Godolphins,  and  prophesied  that 
the  shadow  of  his  daughter's  bier,  as  it  appeared  then, 
should  remain  to  bring  a  curse  upon  the  Godolphins' 
house  for  ever." 

"  But  do  you  believe  the  story  ?"  cried  Maria,  breath- 
lessly. 

"  How  much  of  it  may  be  true  and  how  much  of  it 
addition,  I  cannot  decide,"  said  Janet.  "One  fact  is 
indisputable :  that  a  shadow,  bearing  the  exact  resem- 
blance of  a  bier,  with  a  mourner  at  its  liead  and  another 
at  its  foot,  does  appear  capriciously  on  tliat  Dark  Plain ; 
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and  that  it  never  yet  showed  itself,  but  some  grievous 
ill  followed  for  the  Godolphins.  It  is  possible  that  the 
Shadow  may  have  given  partial  rise  to  the  story." 

"Janet,"  cried  Maria,  leaning  forward,  her  own 
tones  hushed,  ^'is  it  i^ossible  that  one,  in  dying,  can 
curse  a  whole  generation,  so  that  the  curse  shall  take 
effect?" 

"Hush,  child!"  rebuked  Janet.  "It  does  not  be- 
come us  to  inquire  into  these  things.  They  are  far,  far 
above  the  ken  of  our  poor  earthly  wisdom.  I  do  not 
attempt  to  enter  upon  it.  Were  I  to  say,  of  my  own 
decision,  God  does  permit  this  curse  to  remain  and  to 
take  effect  upon  us,  the  descendants  of  that  wicked  man : 
were  I,  on  the  contrary,  to  fling  it  from  me  in  derision, 
to  say,  it  is  folly,  no  such  thing  as  a  curse  can  hold  its 
effect,  all  that  has  happened  to  us  of  ill,  happens  by 
accident,  the  appearance  of  the  Shadow  is  but  an  acci- 
dent, induced  by  natural  causes,  though  we  cannot  find 
the  precise  clue  to  them — I  should  be  only  a  degree  less 
wicked  than  the  dead-and-gone  Godolphin.  We  must 
be  'content  to  leave  these  things.  They  can  never  be 
decided,  until  all  the  mysteries  of  this  lower  world  shall 
be  cleared  up,  by  means  of  that  Light  which  has  not 
yet  entered  it.  Controversy  on  them  is  utterly  boot- 
less, worse  than  profitless ;  for  there  will  be  believers 
and  disbelievers  to  the  end  of  time.  You  wished  me  to 
tell  you  the  story,  Maria,  and  I  have  done  so.  I  do  no 
more.  I  do  not  tell  you  it  is  to  be  believed,  or  it  is  not 
to  be  believed.  Let  every  one  decide  for  himself, 
according  as  his  reason,  his  instinct,  or  his  judgment 
shall  prompt  him.  People  accuse  me  of  being  foolishly 
superstitious,  touching  this  Shadow  and  these  old  tra- 
ditions. I  can  only  say  the  superstition  has  been 
forced  upon  me  by  experience.      When   the   Shadow 
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appears,  I  cannot  shut  my  eyes  to  it  and  say,  '  It  is  not 
there.'  It  is  there :  and  all  I  do,  is  to  look  at  it,  and 
speculate.  When  the  evil,  which  invariable/  follows  the 
appearance  of  the  Shadow,  falls,  I  cannot  close  my 
heart  to  it,  and  say,  in  the  teeth  of  facts,  '  No  evil  has 
happened.'  The  Shadow  never  appeared,  Maria,  but  it 
brought  ill  in  its  wake.  It  is  appearing  again  now: 
and  I  am  as  certain  that  some  great  ill  is  in  store,  as 
that  I  am  talking  with  you  at  this  moment.  In  this 
point  I  am  superstitious." 

A  pause  ensued.  Bessy  Godolphin  was  watching  the 
distant  movements  of  Charlotte  Pain.  Bessy's  mind 
would  not  admit  of  superstition :  it  appeared  to  be  con- 
stituted dead  against  it :  but  Bessy  did  not  cast  on  it 
ridicule,  as  George  sometimes  would.  Maria  broke  the 
silence. 

"  It  is  a  long  while,  is  it  not,  since  the  Shadow  last 
appeared  ?" 

"It  is  years.  The  last  time  it  appeared,  was  the 
time  you  have  just  alluded  to,  Maria :  the  night .  you 
first  came  up  here  after  your  marriage." 

"  How  did  you  know  that  it  appeared  that  night  ?" 
asked  Maria,  in  her  surprise. 

"  Child,"  gravely  answered  Janet,  "  there  are  few 
times  it  has  been  seen  that  I  have  not  known  it." 

Maria  wondered  whether  Janet  came  up  every  night 
to  the  turret  to  gaze  on  the  Dark  Plain.  It  was  not 
unlikely. 

"  I  presume,'^  said  Maria,  speaking  timidly — "  at  least 
I  assumed  it  by  a  few  words  Margery  let  fall  at  the 
time,  that  the  appearance  of  the  Shadow  to  me  and 
George  that  night  might  be  supposed  to^  argue  ill  for 
i^oth  of  us ;  ill  especially  for  me  ?" 

Janet  either  ^did  not  or  would  not  hear  the  question. 

VOL.    II.  I 
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"I  have  not  quite  finished  the  story,"  she  resumed. 
"  The  Wicked  Godolphin  killed  Richard  de  Commins, 
and  buried  him  that  night  on  the  Dark  Plain.  In  his 
fury  and  passion  he  called  his  servants  around  him, 
ordered  a  grave  to  be  dug,  and  helped  with  his  own 
hands.  De  Commins  was  put  into  it  without  the  rites 
of  burial.  Tradition  runs  that  so  long  as  the  bones 
remain  unfound,  the  place  will  retain  the  apj^earance  of 
a  graveyard.  They  have  been  often  searched  for. 
That  tragedy  no  doubt  gave  the  name  to  the  place, 
'  Dark  Plain.'  It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  place  does 
wear  much  the  appearance  of  a  graveyard :  especially 
by  moonlight." 

"It  is  the  effect  of  the  low  gorse  bushes,"  said 
Bessy.  "They  grow  in  a  peculiar  form.  I  knoAV  I 
would  have  those  bushes  rooted  up,  were  I  master  of 
Ashlydyat !" 

"  Your  father  had  it  done,  Bessy,  and  they  sprung  up 
again,"  replied  Janet.     "  You  must  remember  it." 

"It  could  not  have  been  done  effectually,"  was 
Bessy's  answer.  "Papa  must  have  had  lazy  men  to 
work,  who  left  the  roots  in.  I  would  dig  it  all  up,  and 
make  a  ploughed  field  of  it." 

"Did  he  do  any  other  harm — that  wicked  Godol- 
phin ?"  asked  Maria. 

"He  !  other  harm  !^'  reiterated  Janet,  something  like 
indignation  at  Maria's  question,  mingling  with  the 
surprise  m  her  tone.  "  Don't  you  know  that  it  was  he 
who  gambled  away  Ashlydyat  ?  After  that  second 
marriage  of  his,  he  took  to  worse  and  worse  courses. 
It  was  said  that  liis  second  wife  proved  a  match  for  him, 
and  they  lived  together  like  two  evil  demons.  All 
things  considered,  it  was  perhaps  a  natural  sequence 
that  they  should  so  live,"  added  Janet,  in  a  severe  tone. 
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"  And  in  the  end  he  cut  off  the  entail  and  gambled 
away  the  estate.  Many  years  elapsed  before  the  Go- 
dolphins  could  get  it  back  again.'* 

Maria  was  longing  to  put  a  question.  She  had 
heard  that  there  were  other  superstitious  marvels 
attaching  to  Ashlydyat,  but  she  scarcely  liked  to  men- 
tion them  direct  to  the  Miss  Godolphins.  George  never 
w^ould  explain  anything :  he  always  turned  it  off  with 
laughing  raillery.  "Is  there  not  some  superstition 
connected  with  the  old  passages  here  ?"  she  at  length 
ventured  to  say. 

"  Tradition  goes  that  before  the  fall  of  Ashlydyat,  a 
sound,  the  like  of  which  had  never  been  heard  for 
intensity  and  fearfulness  resounded  through  the  pas- 
sages and  shook  the  house  to  its  centre.  It  was  the 
warning  of  its  fall.  Since  then,  a  strange  noise,  as  of 
the  wind  whistling,  has  occasionally  been  heard  in  the 
passages " 

"  I  do  not  quite  understand,  Janet,  what  you  mean 
by  the  fall  of  Ashlydyat,"  interrupted  Maria. 

"When  it  fell  from  the  Godolphins.  When  the 
Wicked  Godolphin  brought  the  evil  upon  the  race,  and 
then  gambled  the  house  away.  Tradition  goes  that  the 
same  sound  will  come  as  a  warning  before  the  second  fall." 

"  When  it "     Maria  stopped  and  hesitated. 

"When  it  shall  pass  away  tinally  from  the  Godol- 
phins," explained  Janet. 

"You — think, — then, — that  it  will  pass  away  from 
them?" 

Janet  shook  her  head.  "  We  have  been  reared  in 
the  belief,"  she  answered.  "  That  the  estate  is  to  pass 
finally  away  from  them,  the  Godolphins  have  been 
taught  to  fear,  ever  since  that  unhappy  time.  Each 
generation,   as   they  have  come  into   possession,  have 

I  2 
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accepted  it  as  an  uncertain  tenure:  as  a  tiling  that 
might  last  them  for  their  time,  or  might  pass  away 
from  them  ere  their  sojourn  on  earth  was  completed. 
The  belief  was ;  nay,  the  tradition  was ;  that  so  long  as 
a  reigning  Godolphin  held  by  Ashlydyat,  Ashlydyat 
would  hold  by  liim  and  his.  My  father  was  the  first  to 
break  it." 

Janet  had  taken  up  her  dress,  and  sat  down  on  a 
faded,  dusty  crimson  bench,  the  only  article  of  furniture 
of  any  description  that  the  square  room  contained. 
The  strangely  speculative  look — it  was  scarcely  an 
earthly  one — had  come  into  her  eyes  :  and  though  she 
answered  when  spoken  to,  she  appeared  to  be  lost  in 
sad,  inward  thought.  Maria,  somewhat  awe -struck  with 
the  tm-n  the  conversation  had  taken,  with  the  words 
altogether,  stood  against  the  opposite  window,  her 
delicate  hands  clasped  before  her,  her  face  slightly  bent 
forward,  pale  and  grave. 

"  Then,  do  you  fear  that  the  end  for  the  Godolphins 
is — is  at  hand  ?"  resumed  Maria. 

"I  seem  to  see  that  it  is,"  replied  Janet.  "I  have 
looked  for  it  ever  since  my  father  left  Ashlydyat.  I 
might  say — but  that  I  should  be  laughed  at  worse  than 
I  am  for  a  speculative  idealist — that  the  strangers  to 
whom  he  resigned  it  in  his  place,  would  have  some 
bearing  upon  our  fall,  would  in  some  way  conduce  to  it. 
I  think  of  these  things  ever,"  continued  Janet,  almost  as 
if  she  would  apologise  for  the  wildness  of  the  confession. 
"They  seem  to  unfold  themselves  to  me,  to  become 
clear  and  more  clear:  to  be  no  longer  fanciful  fears 
that  dart  across  the  brain,  but  realities  of  life." 

Maria's  lips  slightly  parted  as  she  listened.  "But 
the  Verralls  have  left  Ashlydyat  a  long  while?"  she 
presently  said. 
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"  I  know  they  have.  But  they  were  the  usurpers  of 
it  for  the  time.  Better — as  I  believe — that  my  father 
had  shut  it  up :  better,  far^  better,  that  he  had  never 
quitted  it !  He  knew  it  also :  and  it  preyed  upon  him 
on  his  death-bed." 

"  Oh,  Janet !  the  ill  may  not  come  in  our  time !" 

"  It  may  not.  I  am  anxious  to  believe  it  may  not,  in 
defiance  of  the  unalterable  conviction  that  has  seated 
itself  within  me.  Let  it  pass,  Maria ;  talking  of  it  will 
not  avert  it :  indeed,  I  do  not  know  how  I  came  to  be 
betrayed  into  speaking  of  it  openly." 

"  But  you  did  not  finish  telling  me  about  the  sounds 
in  the  passages  ?"  urged  Maria,  as  Janet  rose  from  her 
dusty  seat. 

**  There's  nothing  more  to  tell.  Peculiar  sounds,  as 
if  caused  by  the  wind,  are  heard.  Moaning,  sighing, 
rushing — the  passages  at  times  seem  alive  with  them. 
It  is  said  to  come  as  a  reminder  to  the  Godolphins  of 
that  worse  sound  that  wiD.  some  time  be  heard,  when 
Ashlydyat  shall  be  passing  away." 

"  But  you  don't  believe  that  ?"  breathlessly  uttered 
Maria. 

"  Child,  I  can  scarcely  tell  you  what  I  believe,"  was 
Janet's  answer.  "  I  can  only  pray  that  the  one-half  of 
what  my  heart  prompts  me  to  fear,  may  never  have 
place  in  reality.  That  the  noise  does  come  in  the 
passages,  and  without  any  apparent  cause,  is  not  a 
matter  of  belief,  or  non-belief :  it  is  a  fact,  patent  to  all 
who  have  inhabited  Ashlydyat.  The  Yerralls  can  teU 
you  so :  they  have  had  their  rest  broken  by  it." 

"  And  it  is  not  caused  by  the  wind  T' 

Janet  shook  her  head  in  dissent.  "  It  has  come  on 
the  calmest  and  stillest  night,  when  there  has  not  been 
a  breath  of  air  to  move  the  leaves  of  the  ash-trees." 
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Bessy  turned  round  from  her  pastime  of  watching 
Charlotte  Pain :  she  had  taken  little  part  in  the  con- 
versation. 

"  I  wonder  at  you,  Janet.  You  w^ill  be  setting  Maria 
against  Ashlydyat.  She'll  be  frightened  to  come  into  it, 
should  it  lapse  to  George." 

Maria  looked  at  her  with  a  smile.  "  I  should  have 
no  fear  with  him,  superstitious  or  otherwise.  If  George 
took  me  to  live  in  the  catacombs,  I  could  be  brave  with 
hhn." 

Ever  the  same  blind  faith ;  the  unchanged  love  in 
her  husband.     Better,  far  better,  that  it  should  be  so  ! 

"  For  my  part,  I  am  content  to  take  life  and  its  good 
as  I  find  it ;  and  not  waste  my  time  in  unprofitable 
dreams,"  was  the  practical  remark  of  Bessy.  "  If  any 
ill  is  to  come,  it  must  come  ;  but  there's  no  need  to  look 
out  for  it  beforehand." 

'*  There  must  be  dreamers  and  there  must  be  workers," 
answered  Janet,  picking  her  way  down  the  winding 
stairs.  "  We  were  not  all  born  into  the  world  with  the 
same  constituted  minds,  or  to  fulfil  the  same  parts  in 
life." 

The  day  passed  on.  Thomas  Godolphin  came  home 
in  the  evening  to  dinner,  and  said  George  had  not 
returned.  Maria  wondered.  It  grew  later.  Mar- 
gery went  home  Avith  Meta:  who  thought  she  was 
very  hardly  used  at  having  to  go  home  before  her 
mamma. 

"  I  had  rather  you  would  stay,  Maria,"  Thomas  said 
to  her.  "  I  particularly  wish  to  say  a  word  to  George 
to-night  on  business  matters :  if  he  finds  you  are  here 
when  he  returns,  he  will  come  up." 

George  did  find  so — as  you  already  know.  And  when 
he    quitted  Mrs.  Charlotte  Pain,  her  torn  dress  and  her 
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other  attractions,  lie  bent  his  steps  towards  Ashlydyat. 
But,  instead  of  going  the  most  direct  road  to  it,  he  took 
his  way  through  that  thicket  where  he  had  had  the 
encounter  an  hour  previously  with  Charlotte.  There 
was  a  little  spice  of  mystery  about  it  which  excited 
Mr.  George's  curiosity.  That  some  one  had  parted  from 
her,  he  felt  convinced,  in  spite  of  her  denial.  And  that 
she  was  in  a  state  of  excitement,  of  agitation,  far  beyond 
anything  he  had  ever  witnessed  in  Charlotte  Pain,  was 
mdisputable.  George's  thoughts  went  back,  naturally, 
to  the  previous  night.  To  the  figure  he  had  seen,  and 
whom  his  eyes,  his  conviction,  had  told  him  was 
Charlotte.  She  had  positively  denied  it,  had  said  she 
had  not  quitted  the  drawing-room ;  and  George  had 
found  her  there,  apparently  composed  and  stationary. 
Xevertheless,  though  he  had  then  yielded  to  her  word, 
lie  began  now  to  suspect  that  his  own  conviction  had 
been  a  correct  one  :  that  the  dark  and  partially  disguised 
figure  had  been  no  other  than  Charlotte  herself.  It  is 
probable  that,  however  powerful  was  the  hold  Charlotte's 
fascinations  may  have  taken  upon  the  senses  of  Mr. 
George  Godolphin,  his  trust  in  her,  in  her  truth  and 
single-heartedness,  was  not  of  the  most  implicit  nature. 
What  mystery  was  connected  with  Charlotte,  or  who  she 
met  in  the  thicket,  or  whether  she  met  anybody  or 
nobody,  she  best  knew.  George's  curiosity  was  suffi- 
ciently excited  upon  the  point  to  induce  him  to  walk 
with  a  slow  step  and  searching  eyes,  lest  haply  he  might 
come  upon  somebody  or  something  which  should  explain 
the  puzzle. 

How  runs  the  old  proverb?  "A  watched-for  tiling 
never  comes."  I  forget  the  exact  words,  but  those  are 
near  enough  to  explain  the  meaning.  In  vain  George 
halted  and  listened  ;    in  vain  he  peered  into  every  part 
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of  the  thicket  "^ithiii  his  view.  Not  a  step  was  to  be 
heard,  not  a  creature  to  be  seen  ;  and  he  emerged  from  the 
trees,  imgi-atified.  Crossing  the  open  grass  by  the  turn- 
stile he  turned  round  by  the  ash-trees,  to  the  Dark  Plain. 

Turned  round,  and  started.  George  Godolphin's 
thoughts  had  been  on  other  things  than  the  Shadow. 
The  Shadow  lay  there,  so  pre-eminently  black,  so 
menacing,  that  George  positively  started.  Somehow — 
fond  as  he  was  of  ignoring  the  superstition — George 
Godolphin  did  not  like  its  look  that  night. 

Upon  entering  Ashlydyat,  his  first  interview  was 
with  Thomas.  They  remained  for  a  few  minutes  alone. 
Thomas  had  business  affaii's  to  speak  of :  and  George — 
it  is  more  than  probable — made  some  good  excuse  for 
his  day's  absence.  That  it  would  be  useless  to  deny  he 
had  been  to  London,  he  knew.  Charlotte  had  set  him 
on  his  guard.  Janet  and  Bessy  put  innumerable 
questions  to  him  when  he  joined  them,  on  the  score  of 
his  absence ;  but  he  treated  it  in  his  usual  light,  joking 
manner,  contriving  to  tell  them  nothing.  Maria  did 
not  say  a  word  then :  she  left  it  until  they  should  be 
alone. 

"  You  will  tell  me,  George,  will  you  not  ?"  she  gently 
said,  as  they  were  walking  home  together. 

''  Tell  you  what,  Maria  ?" 

"  Oh,  George,  you  know  what " — and  her  tone,  as 
Mr.  George's  ears  detected,  bore  its  sound  of  pain.  "  If 
you  were  going  to  London  then,  when  you  left  me,  why 
did  you  deceive  me  by  saying  you  were  going  where  you 
did  say?" 

"  You  goose !  Do  you  suppose  I  said  it  to  deceive 
you?" 

There  was  a  lightness,  an  untruthfulness  in  his  words, 
ia  his  whole  air  and  manner,  which  struck  with  the 
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utmost  pain  upon  jMaria's  heart.  "Why  did  you  say 
it  ?"  was  all  she  answered. 

"Maria,  I'll  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  he,  becoming 
serious  and  confidential.  "  I  wanted  to  run  up  to  town 
on  a  Httle  pressing  matter  of  business,  and  I  did  not 
care  that  it  should  become  patent  in  the  bank.  Had  I 
known  that  I  should  be  away  for  the  day,  of  course  I 
should  have  told  Thomas :  but  I  fully  intended  to  be 
home  in  the  afternoon :  therefore  I  said  nothing  about 
it.     1  missed  the  train,  or  I  should  have  been  home." 

"You  might  have  told  me,"  she  sighed.  "I  would 
have  kept  your  counsel." 

"  So  I  would,  had  I  thought  you  deemed  it  of  any 
consequence,"  replied  George. 

Consequence !  Maria  walked  on  a  few  minutes  in 
silence,  her  arm  lying  very  spiritless  within  her  husband's. 
"  If  you  did  not  tell  me,"  she  resumed,  in  a  low  tone, 
"why  did  you  tell  Mrs.  Pain?" 

"  ]VIrs.  Pain's  a  donkey,"  was  George's  rejoinder. 
And  it  is  probable  Mr,  George  at  that  moment  was 
thinking  her  one  :  for  his  tone,  in  its  vexation,  was  real 
enough.  "  My  business  in  to^Ti  was  connected  Avith 
Verrall,  and  I  dropped  a  hint,  in  the  hearing  of  Mrs. 
Pain,  that  I  might  probably  follow  him  to  town.  At 
any  rate,  I  am  safe  home  again,  Maria,  so  no  great  harm 
has  come  of  my  visit  to  London,"  he  concluded,  in  a 
gayer  tone. 

"  AMiat  time  did  you  get  in?"  she  asked. 

"  By  the  seven-o'clock  train." 

"  The  seven-o'clock  train !"  she  repeated,  in  surprise. 
"  And  have  only  now  come  up  to  Ashlydyat !" 

"  I  found  a  good  many  things  to  do  after  I  got  home," 
was  Mr.  George's  rejoinder. 
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"Did  you  see  Meta?  Margery  took  her  home  at 
eight  o'clock." 

Mr.  George  Godolphin  had  not  seen  Meta.  Mr. 
George  could  have  answered,^  had  it  so  pleased  him, 
that  before  the  cliild^reached  home,  he  had  departed  on 
his  evening  visit  to  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE   DEAD   ALIVE   AGAIN. 

Saturday  was  a  busy  day  at  Prior's  Ash ;  it  was  a 
busy  day  at  the  banking-house  of  Godolphin,  Crosse, 
and  Godolphin.  Country  towns  and  country  banks 
always  are  more  busy  on  a  market-day. 

George  Godolphin  sat  in  the  manager's  room,  full  of 
business.  Not  much  more  than  a  week  had  elapsed 
since  that  visit,  of  his,  to  London ;  and  it  was  now 
Thomas's  turn  to  be  away.  Thomas  had  gone  to  town. 
His  errand  there  was  to  consult  one  of  the  first  surgeons 
of  the  day,  on  the  subject  of  his  own  health.  Not  so 
much  that  he  had  hope  from  the  visit,  as  that  it  would 
be  a  satisfaction  to  his  family  to  have  made  it. 

George  Godolphin  was  full  of  business.  Full  of 
talking  also.  A  hearty  country  client,  one  who  farmed 
a  great  number  of  acres,  and  generally  kept  a  good 
round  sum  in  the  bank's  coffers,  was  with  him.  What 
little  point  of  business  he  had  had  occasion  to  see  one 
of  the  partners  upon,  was  concluded,  and  he  and  George 
were  making  merry  together,  enjoying  a  gossip  as  to  the 
state  of  affairs  in  general  and  particular,  out-door  and 
in.  Never  a  man  more  free  from  care  (if  appearances 
might   be   trusted)   than   George    Godolphin !      When 
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that  hearty,  honest  farmer  went  forth,  he  would  have 
been  willmg  to  testify  that,  of  carking  care,  George 
possessed  none. 

As  he  went  out,  George  sat  down  and  bent  over 
some  account-books.  His  face  had  changed.  Lines,  of 
what  looked  worse  than  care,  grew  out  full  in  it,  and 
he  lifted  his  hand  to  his  brow  with  a  weary  gesture. 
Another  minute,  and  he  was  interrupted  again.  He 
did  not  get  much  peace  on  a  market-day. 

"  Lord  Averil  wishes  to  see  you,  sir,"  said  one  of  the 
clerks.     It  was  Isaac  Hastings. 

To  any  other  announced  name,  George  Godolphin's 
ready  answer  would  have  been,  "  Show  him  in."  To 
that  of  Lord  Averil  he  evidently  hesitated,  and  a  sudden 
flush  dyed  his  face.  Isaac,  keen  in  observation  as  was 
his  father,  as  was  his  sister  Grace,  noticed  it.  To  him, 
it  looked  like  a  flush  of  shrinking  fear. 

*•'  Did  he  ask  for  me  ?" 

"  He  asked  for  Mr.  Godolphin,  sh.  He  says  it  will 
be  the  same  thing  if  he  sees  you.  Shall  I  show  him 
in?" 

"  Of  course,"  replied  George.  "  What  do  you  stop 
for  ?"  he  angrily  added. 

He  rose  from  his  seat;  he  put  a  chair  or  two  in 
place ;  he  turned  to  the  table,  and  laid  rapidly  some 
of  its  papers  one  upon  another — all  in  a  fuss  and  bustle, 
not  in  the  least  characteristic  of  George  Godolphin. 
Isaac  thought  his  master  must  have  lost  his  usual  pre- 
sence of  mind.  As  to  the  reproach  addressed  to  him- 
self, "What  do  you  stop  for  ?" — it  had  never  been  the 
custom  to  show  clients  into  the  presence  of  the  partners 
without  first  asking  for  permission. 

Lord  Averil  came  in.  George,  only  in  that  short  time, 
had  grown  entirely  himself  again.  They  chatted  a  minute 
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of  passing  topics,  and  Lord  Averil  mentioned  that  he  had 
not  known,  until  then,  that  Mr.  Godolphin  was  in 
London. 

"  He  went  up  on  Thursday,"  observed  George.  "  I 
expect  lie  will  be  back  early  in  the  week." 

"  I  intend  to  be  in  London  myself  next  week,"  said 
Lord  Averil.  ''  Will  it  be  convenient  for  me  to  have 
those  bonds  of  mine  to-day  ?"  he  continued. 

A  sudden  coursing  on  of  all  George's  joulses;  a 
whirling  rush  in  his  brain.  "  Bonds  ?"  he  mechanically 
answered. 

"  The  bonds  of  that  stock  which  your  father  bought 
for  me  years  ago,"  explained  Lord  Averil.  "  They  were 
deposited  here  for  security.  Don't  you  know  it?' — 
looking  at  George's  countenance,  which  seemed  to 
speak  only  of  perplexity.  "  Mr.  Godolphin  would 
know." 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,"  replied  George,  catching  up  his  breath 
and  his  courage,  "  It  is  all  right :  I  did  not  remember 
for  the  moment.     Of  course — the  deposited  bonds." 

"  I  am  thinking  of  selling  out,"  said  Lord  Averil. 
"Indeed,  I  have  been  for  some  time  thinking  of  it, 
but  have  idly  put  it  off.  If  it  would  be  quite  con- 
venient to  give  me  the  bonds,  I  would  take  them  to 
to^vn  with  me.     I  shall  go  on  Monday  or  Tuesday." 

Now,  George  Godolphin,  rally  your  wits !  What  are 
you  to  answer  ?  George  did  rally  them,  after  a  lame 
fashion.  Confused  words,  wliich  neither  he  nor  Lord 
Averil  precisely  understood — to  the  effect  that  in 
Thomas  Godolphin's  absence,  he,  George,  did  not  know 
exactly  where  to  put  his  hand  upon  the  securities — 
come  forth.  So  Lord  Averil  courteously  begged  him 
not  to  take  any  trouble  about  it.  He  would  let  them 
remain  until  another  opportunity. 
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He  shook  hands  cordially  with  George,  and  went  out, 
with  a  mental  comment,  "  Not  half  the  man  of  business 
that  his  brother  is,  and  his  father  was :  but  wondrously 
like  Cecil!"  George  watched  the  door  close.  He 
Aviped  the  great  dewdi-ops  which  had  gathered  on  his 
face ;  he  looked  round  with  the  beseeching  air  of  one 
seeking  relief  from  some  intense  pain.  Had  Lord 
Averil  persisted  in  his  demand,  what  would  have  re- 
mained for  him  ?  Those  are  the  moments  in  which 
man  has  been  tempted  to  resort  to  the  one  irredeem- 
able sin. 

The  door  opened  again,  and  George  gave  a  gasp 
like  one  in  an  agony.  It  was  only  Isaac  Hastings. 
"  Mr.  Hurde  wishes  to  know,  sir,  whether  those  bills  are 
to  go  up  to  Ghm's  to-day  or  Monday  ?' 

*'  They  had  better  go  to-day,"  replied  George.  "  Has 
Mr.  Barnaby  been  in  to-day  ?"  he  added,  as  Isaac  was 
departing. 

"Not  yet." 

"  If  he  does  not  come  soon,  some  one  must  go  down 
to  the  corn-market  to  him.  He  is  sure  to  be  there. 
That  is,  if  he  is  in  to\vn  to-day." 

''  I  know  he  is  in'town,"  replied  Isaac.  "  I  saw  him 
as  I  was  coming  back  from  dinner.  He  was  talking  to 
Mr.  Verrall." 

"  To  Mr.  Yerrall !"  almost  shouted  George,  looking 
up  as  if  electrified  into  life.     "  Is  he  back  ?" 

"  He  is  back,  sir.  I  think  he  had  but  arrived  then. 
He  was  coming  from  the  way  of  the  railway  station." 

"You  are  sure  it  was  Mr.  Verrall?"  reiterated 
George. 

Isaac  Hastings  smiled.  What  could  make  Mr. 
George  Godolphin  so  eager  ?  "  I  am  sure  it  was  Mr. 
Yerrall." 
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George  felt  as  if  a  wliole  ton  weight  of  care  had  been 
lifted  off  him.  He  had  been  so  long  in  the  habit  of 
flying  to  Mr.  Yerrall  to  stave  off  his  difficulties,  that  it 
seemed  to  him  it  would  only  cost  the  going  to  him,  to 
stave  off  the  one  that  was  hanging  over  him  now. 
Mr.  Yerrall  had  generally  accomplished  the  task  as 
men  of  his  profession  do  accomplish  such  tasks — by  the 
laying  up  an  awful  day  of  reckoning  for  the  future. 
That  day  was  not  now  far  off  for  George  Godolphin. 

The  bank  closed  later  on  Saturdays,  and  George  re- 
mained at  his  post  to  the  end.  Then  he  dined.  Then, 
at  the  dusk  hour — nay,  at  the  dark  hour — he  went  out  to 
Lady  Godolphin's  Folly.  Why  was  it  that  he  rarely 
went  to  the  Folly  now,  save  under  the  covert  shades  of 
night  ?  Did  he  fear  people  might  comment  on  his 
intimacy  with  Mr.  Yerrall,  and  seek  a  clue  to  its  cause  ? 
or  did  he  fear  the  world's  gossip  on  another  score  ? 

George  arrived  at  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly,  and  was 
admitted  to  an  empty  room.  "  Mr.  Yerrall  was  returned, 
and  had  dined  with  Mrs.  Pain,  but  had  gone  out  after 
dinner,"  the  servant  said.  He  had  believed  Mrs.  Pain 
to  be  in  the  drawing-room.  Mrs.  Pain  was  evidently 
not  there,  in  spite  of  the  man's  searching  eyes.  He 
looked  into  the  next  room,  with  equal  result. 

"Perhaps,  sir,  she  has  stepped  out  on  the  terrace 
with  her  dogs  ?"  observed  the  man. 

George — ungallant  as  it  was  ! — cared  not  where  Mrs. 
Pain  might  have  stepped  at  that  present  time :  his 
anxiety  was  for  Mr.  Yerrall.  "Have  you  any  idea 
when  your  master  will  be  in?"  he  inquired  of  the 
servant. 

"  I  don't  think  he'll  be  long,  sir.  I  heard  him  say 
he  was  tired,  and  should  get  to  bed  early.  He  may 
have  gone  to  Ashlydyat.     He  told  Mrs.  Pain  that  he 
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had  met  Mr.  Godolphin  in  to^vn  yesterday,  and  lie 
should  call  and  tell  Miss  Godolphin  that  he  was  better 
in  London  than  he  had  felt  here.  I  don't  know,  sir, 
though,  that  he  meant  he  should  call  to-night." 

The  man  left  the  room,  and  George  remained  alone. 
He  di'ummed  on  the  table ;  he  tried  several  seats  in 
succession ;  he  got  up  and  looked  at  his  face  in  the 
glass.  A  haggard  face  then.  Where  was  Yerrall? 
AVhere  was  Charlotte  ?  She  mis^ht  be  able  to  tell  him 
where  Yerrall  had  gone,  and  when  he  would  be  in. 
Altogether  George  was  in  a  state  of  restlessness  little 
more  tolerable  to  endure  than  torture. 

He  impatiently  opened  the  glass  doors,  which  were 
only  closed,  not  fastened,  and  stood  a  few  moments 
looking  out  on  the  night.  He  gazed  in  all  directions, 
but  could  see  nothing  of  Charlotte :  and  Mi'.  Verrall 
did  not  appear  to  come.  "  I'll  see,"  suddenly  exclaimed 
George,  starting  off,  "  whether  he  is  at  Ashlydyat." 

He  did  well.  Action  is  better  than  inertness  at  these 
moments.  Standing  outside  the  porch  at  Ashlydyat, 
talking  to  a  friend,  was  Andrew,  one  of  their  servants. 
AYhen  he  saw  George,  he  drew  back  to  hold  open  the 
door  for  him. 

"Are  my  sisters  alone,  Andrew?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

George  scarcely  expected  the  answer,  and  it  disap- 
pointed him.  "  Quite  alone  ?"  he  reiterated.  "  Has 
no  one  called  on  them  to-night?" 

The  man  shook  his  head,  wondering  probably  who 
Mr.  George  might  be  expecting  to  call.  "  They  are  all 
alone,  sir.  Miss  Janet  has  got  one  of  her  bad  head- 
aches." 

George  did  not  want  to  go  in,  Mr.  Yerrall  not  being 
there,   and  this  last  item   of  news   afforded  him   an 
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excuse  for  retreating  without  doing  so.  "  Then  I'll  not 
disturb  her  to-night,"  said  he.  "  You  need  not  say  that 
I  came  up,  Andrew." 

*•'  Very  well,  sir." 

He  quitted  Andrew  and  turned  off  to  the  left,  deep 
in  thought,  striking  into  a  covert  path.  It  was  by  no 
means  the  direct  road  back  to  the  Folly,  neither  Avas 
it  to  Prior's  Ash.  In  point  of  fact,  it  led  to  nothing  but 
the  Dark  Plain  and  its  superstition.  Not  a  woman-ser- 
vant of  Ashlydyat,  perhaps  not  one  of  its  men,  would 
have  gone  down  that  path  at  night :  for  its  egress  at  the 
other  end  was  close  to  the  archway,  before  which  the 
.Shadow  was  wont  to  show  itself. 

Why  did  George  take  it  ?  He  could  not  have  told. 
Had  he  been  asked  why,  he  might  have  said  that  one 
Avay,  to  a  man  bending  under  a  sharp  weight  of  trouble, 
is  the  same  as  another.  True.  But  the  path  led  him 
to  no  part  where  he  could  wish  to  go :  and  he  would 
liave  to  pick  his  road  to  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly  amid 
the  gorse  bushes  of  the  Dark  Plain,  right  over  the 
very  Shadow  itself.  These  apparently  chance  steps, 
which  seem  to  take  their  own  way  without  any  preme- 
-ditation  or  guidance  of  ours,  do  sometimes  lead  to 
strange  results. 

George  went  along  moodily,  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
liis  footfalls  slow  and  light.  But  for  the  latter  fact, 
he  might  not  have  had  the  pleasm-e  of  disturbing  a  cer- 
tain scene  that  was  taking  place  under  cover  of  the 
dark  part  of  the  archway. 

Was  it  a  ghost,  enacting  it?  Scarcely:  unless 
ghosts  meet  in  couples.  Two  forms,  ghostly  or  human, 
were  there.  One  of  them  looked  like  a  woman's.  It 
was  in  dark  clothes,  and  a  dark  shawl  was  folded  over 
the  head,  not,  however,  hiding  the  featui'es — and  they 
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were  those  of  Charlotte  Pain.  She,  at  any  rate,  was 
not  ghostly.  The  other,  George  took  to  be  Mr.  Yerrall. 
He  was  leaning  against  the  brickwork,  in  apparently 
as  hopeless  a  mood  as  George  himself  was  in. 

They  were  enjoying  a  quarrel.  Strange  that  they 
should  leave  the  house  and  come  to  this  lonely  spot  in 
the  grounds  of  Ashlydyat,  to  hold  it !  Charlotte  was 
evidently  in  one  of  her  angry  tempers.  She  paced  to 
and  fro  underneath  the  archway,  something  like  a 
restrained  tiger,  pouring  forth  a  torrent  of  sharp  words 
and  reproaches,  all  in  a  suppressed  tone. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  she  said,  were  the  first 
distinct  words  of  anger  George  caught.  But  her  com- 
j)anion  interrupted  her,  his  tone  one  of  mourning  and 
humility. 

"  I'll  teU  you  what  it  is,  Charlotte " 

The  start  made  by  George  Godolpliin  at  the  tones  of 
the  voice,  the  involuntary  sound  of  utter  astonishment 
that  escaped  him,  disturbed  them.  Charlotte,  with  a 
cry  of  terror,  darted  one  way,  her  companion  another. 

But  the  latter  was  not  quick  enough  to  elude  George 
Godolpliin.  Springing  forward,  George  caught  him  in 
his  powerful  grasp,  really  to  assure  himself  that  it 
was  no  ghost,  but  genuine  flesh  and  blood.  Then 
George  turned  the  face  to  the  starlight,  and  recognized 
the  featm-es  of  the  dead-and-gone  Mr.  Piodolf  Pain. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

A  WELCOME   HOME. 

The   return   of  a  husband,  popularly  supposed  to  he- 
dead  and  out  of  tlie  way  for  good,  may  be  regarded  by 
the  wife  as  a  charming  blessing  of  some  special  provi- 
dence, or  as  a  source  of  annoying  embarrassment,  ac- 
cording to  the  lady's   private  feelings  on  the  subject. 
There's  no  doubt  that  Charlotte  Pain  looked  upon  it, , 
and  most  unmistakably  so,  in  the  latter  light.     Char- 
lotte  knew,  better  than   the   public,  that  Mr.  Eodolf 
Pain  was  not  dead ;  but  she  had  fully  believed  him  to 
be  as  surely  out  of  her  Avay  as  though  death  and  some  • 
safe  metropolitan  cemetery  had  irrevocably  claimed  him. 
Whatever  trifling  accident  might  have  happened  to  put. 
Mr.  Eodolf  Pain  and  the  British  criminal  law  at  issue, 
Charlotte,  at  any  rate,  had  assumed  it  one  not  to  be 
conveniently  got  over,  except  by  the  perpetual  exile  of 
the   gentleman  from  the  British   shores.      When   the 
little  affair  had  occurred,  and  Mr.  Eodolf  had  saved 
himself  and  his  liberty  by  only  a  hair-breadth,  choosing  • 
a  foreign  exile  and  a  false  name  in  preference  to  some- 
notoriety  at  a  certain  court  (a  court  which  does  not  bear^ 
a  pleasant  sound,  and  rises  ominous  and  dark  and  gloom  j 
in  the  heart  of  the  City ;  which  holds  an  hour's  festivali 
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now  and  then  on  a  Monday  morning,  when  the  sober 
part  of  London  are  breakfasting,  and^the  curious  part  are 
flocking  to  the  scene  in  shoals,  in  the  gratification  of 
their  eyes  and  their  minds),  it  had  pleased  Charlotte 
and  those  connected  with  her  to  give  out  that  Mr. 
Eodolf  Pain  had  died.  In  Mr.  Eodolf  Pain's  going  out 
of  the  world  by  death,  there  was  certainly  no  disgrace, 
provided  that  he  went  out  naturally ;  that  is,  without 
what  may  be  called  malice  prepense  on  his  own  part. 
But,  for  Mr.  Eodolf  Pain  to  be  compelled  to  make  his 
exit  from  London  society  after  another  fashion,  was 
quite  a  different  affair — an  affair  which  could  never 
have  been  tolerated  by  Charlotte  :  not  on  his  score,  but 
on  her  own.  Any  superfluous  consideration  for  him, 
Charlotte  had  never  been  troubled  with.  Before  her 
marriage,  she  had  regarded  him  in  the  light  of  a 
nonentity ;  since  that  ceremony,  as  an  encumbrance. 
Therefore,  on  the  whole,  Charlotte  was  tolerably  pleased 
to  get  rid  of  him,  and  she  played  her  role  of  widow  to 
perfection.  No  inconvenient  disclosure,  as  to  the  facts 
of  his  hasty  exit,  had  come  out  to  the  public,  it  ha^ang 
fortunately  happened  that  the  transaction,  or  transac- 
tions, which  led  to  it,  had  not  been  done  in  liis  own 
name.  To  describe  Charlotte's  dismay  when  he  re- 
turned, and  she  found  her  fond  assumption  of  his  per- 
petual exile  to  have  been  a  false  security,  would  take  a 
cleverer  pen  than  mine.  No  other  misfortune  known 
to  earth,  could  have  been  looked  upon  by  Charlotte  as 
so  dii-e  a  calamity.  The  blowing-up  of  Prior's  Ash, 
herself  included,  by  some  sprung  mine,  or  the  swallow- 
ing it  down  by  an  earthquake,  would  have  been  little,  in 
comparison. 

It  certainly  was  not  pleasant  to  be  startled  by  a  faint 
tap  at  the  unscreened  window,  while  she  sat  under  the 
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chandelier,  busy  at  what  she  so  rarely  attempted,  some 
useless  fancy-work.  Yet  that  was  the  unceremonious 
manner  in  which  her  husband  made  his  return  known  to 
her.  Charlotte  was  expecting  no  visitors  that  night. 
It  was  the  night  of  George  Godolphin's  dinner-party, 
at  which  Mr.  Yerrall  had  not  appeared,  having  started 
for  London  instead.  When  the  tapping  came,  Char- 
lotte turned  her  head  full  towards  the  window  in  sur- 
prise. Nobody  was  in  the  habit  of  entering  that  way, 
save  free-and-easy  George  Godolphin ;  he  would,  now 
and  then :  sometimes  Mr.  Yerrall.  But  Charlotte 
knew  of  George's  dinner,  and  Mr.  Yerrall  was  away. 
She  could  see  nothing  of  the  intruder :  the  room  was 
ablaze  with  light ;  outside,  it  was,  comparatively  speak- 
ing, dark ;  and  the  window  was  also  partially  shaded 
by  its  lace  curtains.  Charlotte  thought  she  must  have 
been  mistaken,  and  went  on  with  the  unravelling  of  her 
crochet  mat. 

The  tapping  came  again.  "  Yery  odd !"  thought 
Charlotte.     "  Come  in,"  she  called  out. 

Nobody  came  in.  There  was  no  response  at  all  to  it 
for  a  minute  or  two.  Then  there  came  another  timid 
tapping. 

Charlotte's  dress  was  half-covered  with  cotton.  She 
rose,  shook  it,  let  the  cotton  and  the  mat  (what  remained 
of  it  whole)  fall  to  the  ground,  walked  to  the  window, 
and  opened  it. 

At  the  first  moment  she  could  see  nothing.  It  was 
bright  moonlight,  and  she  had  come  from  the  blazing, 
yellow,  garish  light  inside,  beside  which  that  outer 
light  was  so  cold  and  pure.  Not  for  that  reason  could 
she  see  nothing,  but  because  there  appeared  to  be 
nothing  to  see.  She  ranged  her  eyes  in  vain  over  the 
terrace,  over  the  still  landscape  beyond. 
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^'  Charlotte  !" 

It  was  the  faintest  possible  voice,  and  close  to  her. 
Faint  as  it  was,  though,  there  was  that  in  its  tone 
which  struck  on  every  fibre  of  Charlotte's  frame  with 
dismay.  Gathered  flat  against  the  walls  of  the  Folly, 
making  a  pretence  to  shelter  himself  beyond  a  brilliant 
'Cape-jessamine  which  was  trained  there — as  if  hoping 
that  any  straggling  eyes  might  take  him  for  another 
jessamine — was  the  slight  figure  of  a  man.  A  mere 
shred  of  a  man,  with  a  shrinking,  attenuated  frame : 
the  frame  of  one  who  has  lived  in  some  long  and  great 
agony,  bodily  or  mental:  and  a  white  face  that 
.shivered  as  he  stood. 

Not  more  white,  not  more  shivering  than  Charlotte's. 
Her  complexion — well,  you  have  heard  of  it,  as  one  too 
much  studied  to  allow  any  vulgar  changes  to  come  upon 
it,  in  a  general  way.  But  there  are  moments  in  a  life- 
lime  when  Nature  asserts  her  supremacy,  and  Art 
slinks  down  befoi*e  her.  Charlotte's  face  turned  the 
liue  of  the  dead,  and  Charlotte's  dismay  broke  forth  in 
a  low,  passionate  wail.     It  was  Rodolf  Pain. 

A  moment  of  terrified  bewilderment ;  [a  torrent  of 
xapid  words;  not  of  sympathy,  of  greeting,  but  of 
-anger;  and  Charlotte  was  pushing  him  off  with  her 
hands,  she  neither  knew  nor  cared  whither.  It  was 
■dangerous  for  him  to  be  there,  she  said.     He  must  go. 

**ril  go  into  the  thicket,  Charlotte,"  he  answered, 
pointing  to  the  close  trees  on  the  left.  "  Come  to  me 
iihere." 

He  glided  off  towards  it  as  he  spoke,  keeping  under 
■coTer  of  the  walls.  Charlotte,  feeling  that  she  should 
like  to  decline  the  invitation  had  she  dared,  enveloped 
Iier  head  and  shoulders  in  a  black  shawl,  and  followed 
l-ilm.      Nothing  satisfactory  came  of   the   interview — 
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except  recrimination.  Charlotte  was  in  a  towerino- 
passion  that  he  should  have  yentured  back  at  all; 
Eodolf  complained  that  between  them  all  he  had  been 
made  the  scapegoat.  In  retm^ning  home,  she  caught 
sight  of  George  Godolphin  ajDproaching  the  house,  just 
as  she  was  about  to  steal  across  the  lawn.  Keeping 
under  cover  of  the  trees,  she  got  in-doors  by  a  back 
entrance,  and  sat  down  to  her  work  in  the  drawing- 
room,  protesting  to  George,  when  he  was  admitted,  that 
she  had  not  been  out.  Xo  wonder  her  face  looked 
strange  through  its  embellishments  ! 

Her  interviews  with  Rodolf  Pain  apjoeared  to  be  ill 
chosen.  On  the  following  night  she  met  him  in  the 
same  place :  he  had  insisted  upon  it,  and  she  did  not 
dare  refuse.  More  recrimination,  more  an^er:  in  the 
midst  of  which  George  Godolphin  again  broke  upon, 
them.  Charlotte  gave  a  scream  in  her  ten-or,  and  Eo- 
dolf ran  away.  But  for  Charlotte's  laying  her  detaining 
hands  on  George,  the  returned  man  might  have  been  dis- 
covered then.     AYhich  would  not  have  suited  Charlotte. 

A  few  days  more,  and  that  climax  was  to  arrive. 
The  plantation  appearing  unsafe,  Eodolf  Pain  j)roposed 
the  archway.  There  they  should  surely  be  unmolested  : 
the  ghostly  fears  of  the  neighbourhood  and  of  Ashlydyat 
keeping  that  spot  at  bay.  And  there,  two  or  three 
times,  had  Charlotte  met  him,  quan-elling  always, 
when  they  were  again  intruded  upon,  and  again  by 
George.     This  time  to  some  purpose. 

George  Godolphin's  astonishment  was  excessive.  In 
his  wildest  flights  of  fancy  he  had  never  given  a  tliought 
to  the  suspicion  that  Eodolf  Pain  could  be  alive.  Char- 
lotte had  been  no  more  confidential  with  George  than 
with  the  rest  of  the  world.  Making  a  merit  of  what  could 
not  well  be  avoided,  she  told  him  a  few  particulars  now.^ 
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For,  when  she  looked  back  in  her  flight  and  saw  that 
Kodolf  Pain  was  fairly  caught,  that  there  was  no  further 
possibility  of  the  farce  of  his  death  being  kept  up  to 
Cleorge,  she  deemed  it  well  to  turn  back.  Better  bring^ 
her  managing  brains  to  the  explanation,' than  leave  it  to 
that  simple  calf,  whom  she  had  the  honour  of  calling 
husband.  The  fact  was,  Eodolf  Pain  had  never  been, 
half  cunning  enough,  half  rogue  enough,  for  the  work 
assigned  him  by  Mr.  Verrall.  He — Mr.  Yerrall — had 
always  said  that  Eodolf  had  brought  the  trouble  upon 
himseK,  in  consequence  of  trying  to  exercise  a  little- 
honesty.  Charlotte  coincided  in  the  opinion :  and 
every  contemptuous  epithet  cast  by  Mr.  Yerrall  on  the 
unfortunate  exile,  Charlotte  had  fully  echoed. 

Georo^e  was  some  little  time  before  he  could  under- 
stand  the  explanation,  so  much  of  it  as  was  vouchsafed 
him.  They  stood  under  the  shade  of  the  archway  in  a 
group,  Charlotte  keeping  her  black  shawl  well  over 
her  head  and  roimd  her  face  ;  Eodolf,  his  arms  folded,, 
leaning  against  the  inner  circle  of  the  stonework. 

"What  do  you  say  sent  you  abroad?"  questioned 
George,  somewhat  bewildered. 

"  It  was  that  wretched  business  of  Appleby's,"  replied 
Eodolf  Pain.  "  You  must  have  heard  of  it.  The  world 
heard  enough  of  it." 

"  Appleby — Appleby  ?  Yes,  I  remember,"  remarked 
George.  ^'  A  nice  swindle  it  was.  But  what  had  yoir 
to  do  with  it  r 

"  In  point  of  fact,  I  only  had  to  do  Avith  it  at  second- 
hand," said  Eodolf  Pain,  his  tone  one  of  bitter  meaning. 
"  It  was  Yerrall's  affair — as  everything  else  is.  I  only 
executed  his  orders." 

"  But  surely  neither  you  nor  Yerrall  had  anything  to- 
do  with  that  swindling  business  of  Appleby's  ?"    cried 
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George,  his  voice  as  full  of  amazement  as  the  other's 
was  of  bitterness. 

Charlotte  interposed,  her  manner  so  eager,  so  flurried, 
as  to  impart  the  suspicion  that  she  must  have  some 
personal  interest  in  it.  "  Rodolf,  hold  your  tongue ! 
Where's  the  use  of  bringing  up  this  old  speculative 
nonsense  to  j\Ir.  George  Godolphin  ?  He  does  not  care 
to  hear  about  it." 

"  I'd  bring  it  up  to  all  the  world  if  I  could,"  was- 
Eodolf's  answer,  ringing  with  its  own  sense  of  injury. 
a  Yerrall  told  me  in  the  most  solemn  manner  that  if 
things  ever  cleared,  through  Appleby's  death,  or  ior 
any  other  way,  so  as  to  make  it  safe  for  me  to  come 
back,  that  that  hour  he'd  send  for  me.  Well :  Apple- 
by's dead ;  has  been  dead  these  six  months ;  and  yet 
he  leaves  me  on,  on,  on,  there,  in  the  New  World, 
without  so  much  as  a  notice  of  it.  Now,  it's  of  no  use 
your  growing  fierce,  Charlotte !  I'll  tell  Mr.  George 
Godolphin  if  I  please.  I  am  not  the  patient  slave 
you  helped  to  drive  abroad :  the  trodden  W' orm  turns 
at  last.  Do  you  happen  to  know,  sir,  that  Appleby's; 
dead  ?" 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  Appleby,"  replied 
George.  "I  remember  the  name,  as  being  the  one 
owned  by  a  gentleman  who  w^as  subjected  to  some  bad 
treatment  in  the  shape  of  swindling,  by  one  Eustin. 
But  what  had  you  or  Verrall  to  do  with  it  ?" 

"  Psha  !"  said  Rodolf  Pain.     "  Yerrall  was  Eustin." 

George  Godolphin  opened  his  eyes  to  their  utmost 
width.  "  N — o !"  he  said,  very  slowly,  certain  curious 
ideas  beginning  to  crowd  into  his  mind.  Certain  re- 
membrances also. 

"He  was. — ^ Charlotte,  I  tell  you  it  is  of  no  use:  I 
will  speak.    What  does  it  matter,  Mr.  George  G  odolphin's- 
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knowing  it  ?  Yerrall  was  the  real  principal — Kustin,  in 
fact ;  I,  the  ostensible  one.     And  I  liad  to  suffer." 

"  Did  Appleby  think  you  were  Kustin  ?"  inquired 
George,  quite  bewildered. 

"  Appleby  at  one  time  thought  I  was  Verrall.  Oh,  I 
assure  you  there  were  wheels  within  wheels  at  work 
there.  Of  course  there  had  to  be,  to  carry  such  a  con- 
cern as  that  on.  There  have  still.  Yerrall,  you  know, 
could  not  be'  made  the  scapegoat ;  he  takes  care  of  that 
— besides,  it  would  blow  the  whole  thing  to  pieces,  any 
evil  falling  upon  him.  It  fell  upon  me,  and  I  had  to 
suffer  for  it,  and  abroad  I  went.  I  did  not  grumble ;  it 
would  have  been  of  no  use  ;  had  I  stayed  at  home  and 
braved  it  out,  I  should  have  been  setit  abroad,  I  suppose, 
at  her  Majesty's  cost " 

Charlotte  interrupted,  in  an  awful  passion.  "  Have 
you  no  sense  of  humiliation,  then,  EodoK  Pain,  that  you 
tell  these  strange  stories?  Mr.  George  Godolphin,  I 
pray  you  do  not  listen  to  him !" 

"I  am  safe,"  replied  George.  "Pain  can  say  what  he 
pleases.     It  is  safe  with  me." 

"  As  to  humiliation,  that  does  not  fall  so  much  to  my 
share  as  it  does  to  another's,  in  the  light  I  look  at  it.  I 
was  not  the  principal ;  I  was  only  the  scapegoat :  prin- 
cipals rarely  are  made  the  scapegoats  in  that  sort  of 
business.  Let  it  go,  I  say.  I  took  the  punishment 
without  a  word  :  but,  now  that  the  man's  dead,  and  I  can 
come  home  with  safety,  I  want  to  know  why  I  was  not 
sent  for." 

"  I  don't  believe  the  man  is  dead,"  observed  Char- 
lotte. 

"  I  am  as  sm-e  as  sure  can  be,  that  he  is,"  said  Eodolf 
Pain.  "  I  was  told  it  from  a  sure  and  certain  source, 
somebody  who  came  out  there,  and  who  used  to  know 
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Appleby.  He  said  the  death  was  in  the  Times,  and  he 
knew  it  for  a  fact  besides." 

"  Appleby  ?  Appleby  ?"  mused  George,  his  thoughts 
going  back  to  a  long-past  morning,  when  he  had  been 
an  unseen  mtness  to  Charlotte's  interview  with  a 
gentleman  giving  that  name — which  same  gentleman 
had  accosted  him  previously  in  the  porch  of  Ashlydyat, 
mistaking  it  for  the  residence  of  Mr.  Yerrall.  "  I  re- 
member his  coming  down  here  once." 

"  I  remember  it  too,"  said  Eodolf  Pain,  significantly, 
"  and  the  passion  it  put  Ven^all  in.  Yerrall  thought  his 
address,  down  here,  had  oozed  out  tlirough  my  careless- 
ness. The  trouble  that  we  had  with  that  Appleby,  fii'st 
and  last !  It  went  on  for  years.  The  bother  was 
patched  up  at  times,  but  only  to  break  out  again ;  and 
to  send  me  into  exile  at  last." 

"  Does  Verrall  know  of  his  death  ?"  inquired 
George  of  Eodolf. 

"  There's  not  a  doubt  that  he  must  know  of  it.  And 
Charlotte  says  she  won't  ask  Yerrall,  and  won't  tell 
him  I  am  here !  My  belief  is  that  she  knows  Appleby's 
dead." 

Charlotte  had  resumed  her  walk  underneath  the 
archway:  pacing  there — as  was  remarked  before — like 
a  restrained  tiger.  She  took  no  notice  of  Eodolf 's  last 
speech. 

"  Why  not  tell  Yerrall  yourself  that  you  are  here  ?" 
was  the  sensible  question  of  George. 

"  Well — you  see,  Mr.  George  Godolphin,  I'd  rather 
not,  so  long  as  there's  the  least  doubt  as  to  Appleby's 
death.  I  feel  none  myself:  but  if  it  should  turn  out  to 
be  a  mistake,  my  appearance  here  would  do  good 
neither  for  me  nor  for  Yerrall.  And  Yerrall's  a 
dangerous   man  to  cross.     He   might  kill   me   in  his 
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passion.  It  takes  a  good  deal  to  put  him  in  one,  but 
when  it  does  come  it's  like  a  tornado." 

"  You  acknowledge  there  is  a  doubt  of  Appleby's 
death,  then !"  sarcastically  cried  Charlotte. 

"  Well,  I  say  that  it's  just  possible.  It  was  the  not 
being  fully  certain  that  brought  me  back  in  this  clan- 
destine way.  What  I  want  you  to  do  is  to  ask  VerraU 
if  Appleby's  dead.  I  believe  he  will  answer  *  Yes.' 
'  Yery  well,'  then  you  can  say,  *  Eodolf  Pain's  come 
home.'     And  if " 

"  And  if  he  says  '  No,  he  is  not  dead,'  what  then  ?'* 
fiercely  interrupted  Charlotte. 

"  Then  you  can  tell  me  privately,  and  I  must  depart 
the  way  I  came.  But  1  don't  depart  without  being 
satisfied  of  the  fact,"  pointedly  added  Mr.  Pain,  as  if  he 
had  not  entire  and  implicit  reliance  upon  Charlotte's 
word.  "My  firm  belief  is  that  he  is  dead,  and  that 
Yerrall  will  tell  you  he  is  dead.  In  that  case  I  am  a 
free  man  to-morrow." 

Charlotte  turned  her  head  towards  him,  terrible 
anger  in  her  tone,  in  her  face.  *^And  how  is  your 
reappearance  to  be  accounted  for  to  those  who  look 
upon  you  as  dead  ?" 

"  I  don't  care  how,"  indifferently  answered  KodoLf^ 
'*  I  did  not  spread  the  report  of  my  own  death.  If  you 
did,  you  can  contradict  it." 

"  If  I  did  do  it,  it  was  to  save  your  reputation," 
returned  Charlotte,  scarcely  able  to  speak  for  passion. 

"  I  know,"  said  Kodolf  Pain.  "  You  feared  some- 
thing or  other  might  come  out  about  your  husband^ 
and  so  thought  you'd  kill  me  off-hand.  Two  for  your- 
self and  one  for  me,  Charlotte." 

She  did  not  answer. 

*^  If  my  coming  back  is  so  annoying  to  you,  we  can 
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live  apart,"  lie  resumed.  "You  pretty  well  gave  me 
a  sickener  before  I  went.     xA.s  you  know." 

"  This  must  be  an  amusing  dialogue  to  Mr.  George 
Oodolpbin !"  fumed  Charlotte. 

"  May-be,"  replied  Eodolf  Pain,  his  tone  one  of  sad 
weariness.  "  I  have  been  so  hardly  treated  between 
you  and  Yerrall,  Charlotte,  that  I  don't  care  who 
knows  it." 

"Where  are  you  staying?"  asked  George,  wondering 
whether  the  shady  spots  about  Ashlydyat  sheltered  him 
in  the  day  as  well  as  in  the  night. 

"Not  far  away,  sir.  At  a  roadside  inn,"  was  the 
answer.  "  Nobody  knew  me  much,  about  here,  in  the 
old  days ;  but,  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  I  only 
come  out  in  the  evening.  Look  here,  Charlotte.  If 
you  refuse  to  ask  Verrall,  or  to  help  me,  I  shall  go  to 
London,  and  get  the  information  there.  I  am  not  quite 
without  friends  in  the  great  town :  they'd  receive  me 
better  than  you  have  received  me." 

'•I  wonder  you  did  not  go  there  at  once,"  said 
Charlotte,  snappishly. 

"  It  was  natural  that  I  should  go  first  where  my  wife 
was,"  returned  Eodolf  Pain.  "  Even  though  she  had 
not  been  the  most  affectionate  of  wives  to  me." 

Charlotte  was  certainly  not  showing  herself  par- 
ticularly affectionate  then,  whether  she  had,  or  had  not, 
in  the  past  days.  Truth  to  say,  whatever  may  have 
been  her  personal  predilection  or  non-predilection  for 
the  gentleman,  his  return  had  set  aU  her  fears  on  the 
tremble.  His  personal  safety  was  imperilled ;  and, 
with  that,  disgrace  loomed  in  ominous  attendance ; 
a  disgrace  which  would  be  reflected  upon  Charlotte. 
Could  she  have  sent  Eodolf  Pain  flying  on  some  im- 
possible electric  wires  to  the  remotest  region  of  the 
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known  or  unknown  globe,  she  would  have  done  it 
then. 

Leaving  them  to  battle  out  their  dispute  alone, 
George  Godolphin  bent  his  steps  to  Lady  Godolphin's 
Folly.  Walking  over  the  very  Shadow,  black  as  jet, 
treading  in  and  out,  amid  the  dwarf  bushes,  which,  when 
regarded  from  a  distance,  looked  so  like  graves.  He 
gained  the  Folly,  and  rang. 

The  servant  admitted  him  to  the  drawing-room.  It 
was  empty  as  before.  "  Is  Mr.  Verrall  not  come  in  ?" 
asked  George. 

*'He  is  come  in,  su\  I  thought  he  was  here.  I'll 
see  for  him." 

George  sat  on  alone.  Presently  the  man  came  back. 
"  My  master  has  retu-ed  for  the  night,  sir." 

"  AVhat !     Gone  to  bed  ?"  cried  George. 

*-'Yes,  sir." 

"  Did  you  tell  him  I  had  been  here  when  he  came 
ni  t 

"I  told  him  you  had  been  here,  sir.  In  fact,  I 
tliought  vou  were  here  still.  I  did  not  know  you  had 
left." 

"  Did  Mr.  Verrall  tell  you  now  that  he  could  not 
see  me  ?" 

"He  told  me  to  say  that  he  had  retired  for  the 
night,  sir." 

"  Is  he  in  bed  ?"  questioned  George. 

The  servant  hesitated.  "He  spoke  to  me  through 
the  door,  sir.     He  did  not  open  it." 

George  caught  up  his  hat,  the  very  movement  of  his 
liand  showing  displeasure.  "  Tell  your  master  that 
I  shall  be  here  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  I  want 
to  see  him." 

He  passed  out,  a  conviction  upon  Lis  mind — though 
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he  could  scarcely  tell  why  it  should  have  arisen — that 
Mr.  Yerrall  had  not  retired  for  the  night,  but  that  he 
had  gone  up-stairs  merely  to  ayoid  him.  The  thought 
angered  him  excessively.  AVhen  he  had  gone  some 
little  distance  beyond  the  teiTace,  he  turned  and  looked 
at  the  upper  windows  of  the  house.  There  shone  a 
light  in  Mr.  Verrall's  chamber.  "  Not  in  bed,  at  any 
rate,"  thought  George.  "  He  might  have  seen  me  if  he 
would.     I  shall  tell  him " 

A  touch  upon  George's  arm.  Some  one  had  glided 
silently  up.     He  turned  and  saw  Charlotte. 

"You  will  not  betray  the  secret  you  have  learnt 
to-night?"  she  passionately  w^hispered. 

"Is  it  likely?"  he  asked. 

"  He  is  only  a  fool,  you  know,  at  the  best,"  was  her 
next  complimentary  remark.  "  But  fools  give  more 
trouble  sometimes  than  sage  people.'* 

"  You  may  depend  upon  me,"  was  George's  rejoinder. 
"Where  is  he?" 

"  Got  rid  of  for  the  night,"  said  Charlotte,  in  a 
terribly  explosive  tone.  "Are  you  going  in  to  see 
Yerrall?" 

"  No.  Yerrall  declines  to  see  me.  I  am  going 
home.     Good-night." 

"  Declines  to  see  you  ?  He  is  tired,  I  suppose. 
Good-night,  George." 

George  Godolphin  walked  away  at  a  sober  pace, 
reflecting  on  the  events  of  the  day — of  the  evening. 
That  he  had  been  intensely  surprised  by  the  resusci- 
tation of  Kodolf  Pain  was  indisputable;  but  George 
had  too  much  heavy  care  upon  him  to  cast  after  it 
more  than  a  passing  thought,  now  that  the  surprise  was 
over.  Kodolf  Pain  held  a  very  small  space  in  the 
estimation  of  George  Godolphin.     Charlotte  had  just 
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said  he  was  a  fool  :    probably  George   shared  in  the 
opinion. 

But,  however  much  he  felt  inclined  to  dismiss  the 
.gentleman  from  his  mind,  he  could  not  so  readily 
dismiss  a  certain  revelation  made  by  liim.  That  Kustin 
was  Yerrall.  Whoever  '' Kustin"  may  have  been,  or 
what  had  been  his  influence  on  the  fortunes,  good  or 
ill,  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin,  it  boots  us  not  very 
closely  to  inquire.  That  George  had  had  deahngs  with 
this  "  Rustin " — dealings  which  did  not  bear  for  him 
any  pleasant  reminiscence — and  that  George  had  never 
in  his  life  got  to  see  this  Eustin,  are  facts  sufficient  for 
lis  to  know.  Rustin  was  one  of  those  who  had  con- 
trived to  ease  George  of  a  good  deal  of  superfluous 
money  at  odd  times,  leaving  only  trouble  in  its  place. 
Many  a  time  had  George  prayed  Yerrall's  good  offices 
with  his  friend  Rustin,  to  hold  over  this  bill ;  to  renew 
that  acceptance.  Yerrall  had  never  refused,  and  his 
sympathy  with  George  and  abuse  of  Rustin  were  great, 
when  his  mediation  proved — as  was  sometimes  the  case 
— unsuccessful.  To  hear  that  this  Rustin  was  Yerrall 
himself,  opened  out  a  whole  field  of  suggestive  specu- 
lation to  George.  Not  pleasant  speculation,  you  may 
be  sure. 

He  sat  himself  down,  in  his  deep  thought,  oji  that 
same  spot  where  Thomas  Godolpliin  had  sat  the 
evening  of  George's  dinner-party,  the  broken  bench, 
near  the  turnstile.  Should  he  weather  the  storm  that 
was  gathering  so  ominously  above  his  head?  Was 
that  demand  of  Lord  Averil's  to-day  the  fii-st  rain-drop 
of  the  parting  clouds?  In  sanguine  moments — and 
most  moments  are  sanguine  to  men  of  the  light  tem- 
perament of  George  Godolphin — ^lie  felt  not  a  doubt 
that  he  should  weather  it.     There  are  some  men  who 
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systematically  ^mg  care  and  gloom  from  them.  They 
cannot  look  trouble  steadily  in  the  face  :  they  glance 
aside  from  it ;  they  do  not  see  it  if  it  comes ;  they 
imbue  it  with  the  rose-hues  of  hope :  but,  look  at  it, 
they  do  not.  Shallow  and  careless  by  nature,  they 
cannot  feel  deep  sorrow  themselves,  or  be  too  conscious 
of  any  wrong  they  inflict  on  others.  They  may  bring 
ruin  upon  the  world,  but  they  go  on  jauntily  in  their 
way.  George  had  gone  on  in  his  way,  in  an  easy, 
gentlemanly  sort  of  manner,  denying  himself  no  gratifi- 
cation, and  paying  little  heed  to  the  day  of  reckoning 
that  might  come. 

But  on  this  night  his  mood  was  changed.  Affairs 
generally  were  wearing  to  him  an  aspect  of  gloom: 
of  gloom  so  preternaturally  dark  and  hopeless,  that  his 
spirits  were  weighed  down  with  it.  For  one  thing,  this 
doubt  of  Verrall  irritated  him.  If  the  man  had  played 
him  false,  been  holding  the  cards  of  a  double  game, 
why  what  an  utter  fool  he,  George,  had  been !  How 
long  he  sat  on  that  lonely  seat  he  took  no  count :  as 
long  as  his  brother  had,  that  past  night.  The  one  had 
been  ruminating  on  his  forthcoming  fate — death;  the 
other  was  lost  in  the  anticipation  of  a  worse  fate — dis- 
grace and  ruin.  As  he  rose  to  pursue  his  way  down 
the  narrow  and  ghostly  ash-tree  walk,  a  low  cry  burst 
from  his  lips,  sharp  as  the  one  that  had  been  wrung 
from  Thomas  in  his  physical  agony. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

-!NINE  THOUSAND  AND  FOPtTY-FIVE  POUNDS. 

J^  SHOKT  while  elapsed.  Summer  weather  began  to 
«how  itself  in  Prior's  AsL,  and  all  things,  so  far  as 
anybody  saw  or  suspected,  were  going  on  as  smooth  as 
^lass.  Not  a  breath  of  wind  had  yet  stirred  up  the 
dangerous  current ;  not  the  faintest  streak  of  black  had 
<»me  yet  in  the  fair  sky,  to  indicate  publicly  that  a 
•Storm  might  be  gathering.  One  rumour  however  had 
r^cme  forth,  and  Prior's  Ash  mourned  sincerely  and 
trusted  it  was  not  true — the  state  of  health  of  Thomas 
Godolphin.  He  attacked  with  an  incurable  complaint, 
.  as  his  mother  had  been  ?     Prior's  Ash  believed  it  not. 

He  had  retm-ned  from  his  visit  to  town  with  all  his 
^'<Tmi.  suspicions  confirmed.  But  the  medical  men  had 
.-3eemed  to  think  that  the  fatal  result  might  not  over- 
take him  yet,  probably  not  for  years.  They  enjoined 
tranquilhty  upon  him,  both  of  mind  and  body,  and 
recommended  him  to  leave  the  cares  of  business,  so  far 
•as  was  practicable,  to  other  people.  Thomas  smiled 
when  he  recited  this  piece  of  advice  to  George.  "I 
liad  better  retire  upon  my  fortune,"  said  he,  jokingly. 

**  Do  so,"  cried  George,  impulsively.  "  That  is  " — for 
SL  disagreeable  consciousness  came  upon  him,  as  he  spoke. 
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that  Thomas's  "  fortune,"  if  looked  for,  might  be  found 
more  easy  to  talk  of  than  to  realise — "  you  can  virtually 
retire,  by  remaining  quietly  at  Ashlydyat.  Don't  come 
down  to  the  bank.     I  can  manage  quite  well  without 

you." 

Thomas  shook  his  head.  *'  So  long  as  I  am  at  all 
capable,  George,  I  shall  not  give  up.  I  believe  it  is 
my  duty  not  to  do  so.  If  what  the  doctors  say  be 
correct — that  I  may  live  on  in  my  present  state,  or 
nearly  in  my  present  state,  for  years — you  may  be  an 
older  and  a  wiser  man  by  the  time  you  are  left  alone. 
When  you  shall  have  gained  grey  hair,  George,  and  a 
stoop  in  the  shoulders.  Prior's  Ash  will  be  thinking  you 
a  stronger  and  a  better  man  than  I  have  ever  been." 

George  made  no  reply.  He  knew  which  had  been 
the  best  man,  himself  or  his  brother. 

Everything,  I  say,  seemed  to  go  on  in  its  old  routine. 
Thomas  Godolphin  came  to  business;  not  every  day, 
but  frequently.  George  gave  his  dinner-parties,  and 
rode  as  much  as  ever  with  Charlotte  Pain.  What 
Charlotte  had  done  with  her  husband,  was  her  affair. 
He  no  longer  disturbed  the  night  stillness  of  the  Dark 
Plain  or  of  Lady  Godolphin's  Folly ;  and  not  a  sus- 
picion, of  his  unwelcome  revival  from  the  dead,  had 
transpired  beyond  George  Godolphin.  Charlotte  casu- 
ally said  one  day  to  George  that  Piodolf  was  in  London. 
Perhaps  he  was. 

Yes,  gay  as  ever,  in  the  day,  was  George  Godolphui. 
If  he  had  care,  he  kept  it  to  himself,  and  nobody  saw  or 
suspected  it.  George  was  persuadable  as  a  child ;  seeuig 
little  farther  than  his  own  nose  ;  and  Mr.  Verrall  had 
contrived  to  lull  the  suspicions,  awakened  by  the  words 
of  Rodolf  Pain.  Mr.  Yerrall  had  not  remained  long  at 
Lady  Godolpliin's  Folly :  he  was  soon  away,  and  Char- 
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lotte  liad  it  to  herself  again,  queen  regnant.  George 
had  not  forgotten  to  pay  his  evening  visits  there.  There 
or  elsewhere,  he  was  out  most  evenings.  And  when  he 
came  in,  he  would  go  into  the  bank,  and  remain  alone 
in  the  manager's  room,  often  for  hours. 

One  evening — it  was  the  greatest  wonder  in  the 
world — he  had  not  gone  out.  At  eight  o'clock  he  had 
gone  into  the  bank  and  shut  himself  in.  An  hour  after- 
wards, Maria  knocked,  and  he  admitted  her. 

George  was  at  a  large  table ;  it  was  covered  with 
account-books.  Hard  at  work  he  appeared  to  be, 
making  entries  with  his  pen,  by  the  light  of  his  shaded 
lamp.     "How  busy  you  are,  George!"  she  cried. 

*'  Ay,"  said  he,  pleasantly.  "  Let  nobody  call  me  idle 
again." 

"  But  why  need  you  do  it,  George  ?  You  had  not 
used  to  work  at  night." 

"  More  work  falls  to  my  score,  now  Thomas  does  not 
take  his  full  share,"  observed  George. 

"  Does  it  ?  I  fancied  neither  you  nor  Thomas  had 
much  actual  work  to  do.  I  thought  you  left  it  to  the 
clerks.  Isaac  laughed  at  me  one  day,  a  long  time  ago^ 
when  I  said  something  about  your  keeping  the  bank 
accounts.  He  asked  me  what  I  thought  clerks  were 
paid  for." 

'^  Never  mind  Isaac.  What  have  you  come  in  for  ? 
To  tell  me  you  are  dull  ? — as  you  did  last  night." 

*'  No.  But  I  do  get  to  feel  very  dull  in  an  evening. 
You  are  scarcely  ever  with  me  now,  George." 

"  Business  must  be  attended  to,"  responded  George. 
"  You  should  get  some  visitors  in." 

"  They  would  not  be  you,"  was  Maria's  answer,  simply 
spoken.  "  I  came  to  tell  you  now  that  papa  is  here. 
Have  you  time  to  come  and  see  him  ?" 
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George  knitted  his  brow.  The  prospect  of  entertain- 
ing the  Keverend  Mr.  Hastings  did  not  appear  to  have 
charms  for  him.  Not  that  he  allowed  Maria  to  see  the 
frown.     She  continued : 

"  Papa  has  been  talking  about  the  Chisholm  property. 
The  money  is  paid  over,  and  he  has  brought  it  here  for 
safety." 

"  Brought  it  to-night  ?"  echoed  George. 

"  Yes.  He  said  it  might  be  an  unprofessional  mode 
•of  doing  business,  but  he  supposed  you  would  receive 
it,"  she  added,  laughing. 

"How  much  is  it?"  cried  George — all  too  eagerly, 
but  that  Maria  was  unsuspicious. 

"  Nine — let  me  see — yes,  I  think  he  said  nine  thousand 
pounds." 

George  Godolphin  closed  the  books  before  him,  more 
than  one  of  which  was  open,  locked  them  up,  put  out 
the  lamp,  and  accompanied  his  wife  to  the  dining-room. 

"  Will  you  let  me  lodge  some  money  here  to-night  ?" 
asked  Mr.  Hastings,  as  he  shook  hands. 

"  As  much  as  you  like,"  replied  George,  gaily.  "  We 
•can  accommodate  an  unlimited  amount." 

The  rector  took  out  a  large  pocket-book,  and  counted 
"down  some  bank-notes  upon  the  table.  "  Brierly,  the 
agent,  brought  it  to  me  an  hour  ago,"  he  observed, 
•'^and  I  had  rather  your  bpnk  had  charge  of  it  than 
my  house.  Nine  thousand  and  forty-five  pounds,  Mr. 
George." 

George  counted  the  notes  after  Mr.  Hastings.  "I 
wonder  Brierly  did  not  give  a  cheque  for  it,"  he  ob- 
-served.    "  Did  he  bring  the  money  over  from  Binbam  ?" 

''He  came  over  in  his  gig.  He  said  it  had  been 
paid  to  him  in  money,  and  he  brought  it  just  as  it  was 
j)aid.     I'll  trouble  you  for  a  receipt,  Mr.  George." 
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George  carried  tlie  money  away  and  came  back  with 
tlie  receipt.  *'  It  must  be  placed  to  your  account,  I  sup- 
pose, sir,"  he  observed. 

"  Of  course,"    answered  Mr.  Hastings.     "  You   can't 
place  it  to  the  credit  of  the  little  Chisholms.     It  is  the 
first  time  I  ever  was  left  trustee,"  he  remarked,  "  and  I 
hope  it  will  be  the  last." 
^'Why  so?"  asked  George. 

"  Why  so  ?  Because  I  like  neither  the  trouble  nor 
the  responsibility.  As  soon  as  my  co-trustee  return?,. 
the  money  is  to  be  placed  out  on  approved  security : 
imtil  then,  you  must  take  the  charge  of  it.  It  is  a  poor 
sum,  after  all,  compared  with  what  was  expected." 

"  Very  poor,"  assented  George.  "  Is  it  aU  that  the 
property  has  realised  ?" 

"  Every  shilling — except  the  expenses.  And  lawyers^ 
and  agents,  and  auctioneers,  take  care  that  they  shall 
never  be  shght,"  added  Mr.  Hastings,  his  lip  curling 
with  the  cynical  expression  that  was  sometimes  seen 
on  it. 

"It's  their  trade,  sir." 

"  Ay.  What  a  cutting  up  of  property  it  is,  this  forced 
Belling  of  an  estate,  through  death !"  he  exclaimed. 
"  Many  a  time  has  poor  Chisholm  said  to  me,  in  his  last 
illness,  *There'U  be  hard  upon  twenty  thousand  to 
divide  amongst  them,  when  it's  all  sold.'  And  there  is 
not  ten !" 

"  I  suppose  everything  was  sold  ?"  said  George. 
"Everything.      House,   land,   ricks    as   they   stood,, 
farming  stock,  cattle,  and  furniture :  everything,  even 
to  the  plate  and  the  books.     The  will  so  expressed  it- 
I  suppose  Chisholm  thought  it  best." 

"  Where  are  the  children,  papa  ?"  asked  Maria. 

"  The  two  girls  are  at  school,  the  little  boy  is  with  his 
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grandmother.  I  saw  the  girls  last  week  when  I  was  at 
Binbam." 

"  The  boy  is  to  be  a  clergyman,  is  he  not,  papa  T 

The  rector  answered  the  question  in  a  tone  of  rebuke^ 
"When  he  shall  be  of  an  age  to  choose,  should  he- 
evince  liking  and  fitness  for  the  Church,  then  he  is  to 
be  allowed  to  enter  it.     Not  otherwise,  Maria.^' 

"  How  is  the  property  left  ?"  asked  George^ 

"  It  is  to  be  invested,  and  the  interest  devoted  to  the- 
education  and  maintenance  of  the  three,  the  boy  being- 
allowed  a  larger  share  of  the  interest  than  the  girls. 
When  the  youngest,  the  boy,  shall  be  of  age,  the  prin- 
cipal is  to  be  divided  equally  between  them.  Such  are 
the  terms  of  the  will." 

"  What  is  it  to  be  invested  in  ?' 

"  The  funds,  I  suppose.  It  is  left  to  the  discretion  <£ 
myself  and  Mr.  Harknar.  I  shall  let  him  decide :  he 
is  more  a  man  of  business  than  I  am." 

So  they  talked  on.  When  Mr.  Hastings,  a  short 
while  before,  had  found  himself  left  guardian  and  co- 
trustee to  the  children  of  a  friend  just  deceased,  his  &st 
impulse  had  been  to  decline  the  trust.  Eventually  he 
had  accepted  it.  The  other  gentleman  named,  Mr- 
Harknar,  had  gone  on  business  to  one  of  the  Ionian 
Islands,  but  he  was  now  shortly  exj^ected  home. 

An  hour  the  rector  sat  with  them,  talking  of  the 
orphan  Chisholms,  and  of  other  matters.  When  he  took 
his  departure,  George  went  again  into  the  bank,  and  sat 
down  to  work  at  his  books  by  the  light  of  the  shaded 
lamp.  He  was  certainly  more  attentive  to  business  by- 
night  than  by  day. 
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CHAPTEK  XII. 

THOSE   BONDS  AGAIN  ! 

Once"  more — it  was  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day  fol- 
lowing that  evening  yisit  of  All  Souls'  rector  to  the 
bank — Isaac  Hastings  entered  the  manager's  room  to 
announce  a  visitor  to  Mr.  George  Godolphin.  Lord 
Averil. 

George  looked  up  :  a  startled  expression  crossing  his 
face.  It  was  instantly  suppressed  :  but,  not  for  his  very 
life  could  he  have  helped  its  appearance  in  the  first 
moment. 

*'  When  did  he  come  to  Prior's  Ash  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Isaac.  ^'  I  told  him  I  was 
not  sure  but  you  were  engaged,  sir.  I  had  thought  Mr. 
Arkwright  was  with  you.  Lord  Averil  asked  me  to 
come  and  see :  he  particularly  wishes  to  see  you,  he 
says." 

*'  I  am  engaged,"  replied  George,  catching  at  the 
excuse  like  a  drowning  man  catching  at  a  straw.  "  That 
is  " — taking  out  his  watch — "  I  have  not  time  now  to 
see  him.    Tell  Lord  Averil  I  am  particularly  engaged." 

"  Very  well,  sir." 

Isaac  went  out  with  the  message,  and  Lord  Averil 
departed,  merely  saying  that  he  would  call  in  again. 
The  reappearance   of  Charlotte  Pain's  husband  could 
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not  have  brought  more  dire  dismay  to  that  lady,  than 
did  this  reappearance  of  Lord  Averil  at  Prior's  Ash 
bring  to  George  Godolphin. 

Did  he  think  Lord  Averil  would  never  favour  Prior's 
Ash  with  his  presence  again  ?  It  is  hard  to  say  what 
foolish  thing  he  thought.  A  man,  drowning  by  water, 
does  catch  at  straws ;  and  a  man,  drowning  by  evil 
fortune,  catches  at  fantasies  equally  frail  and  hopeless. 
Lord  Averil  had  been  in  town  for  the  last  month. 
Once,  during  that  time,  he  had  written  to  have  those 
deposited  deeds  sent  up  to  him,  about  which  he  had 
spoken  to  Mr.  George  Godolpliin.  George  had  answered 
the  letter  with  some  well-framed  excuse.  But  now 
here  was  Lord  Averil  back  at  Prior's  Ash — back  at  the 
bank  I     Doubtless  once  more  in  quest  of  his  deeds. 

George  Godolphin  put  his  hand  to  his  weary  brow. 
His  ever-constant  belief  was,  that  he  should  get  straight 
in  time.  In  time.  To  his  sanguine  temperament,  time 
would  prove  the  panacea  for  all  his  ills.  If  he  could 
only  stave  off  present  difficulties,  time  would  do  the  rest. 
That  terrible  difficulties  were  upon  him,  none  knew 
better  than  he  :  but  the  worst  difficulty  of  all  would 
be  this  of  Lord  Averil's,  should  exposure  come.  Short 
as  George  was  of  ready  cash — it  may  seem  a  paradox  to 
say  it  of  a  banker,  but  so  it  was — he  would  have 
scraped  together  every  shilling  from  every  available 
corner  and  parted  with  it,  to  have  insured  the  absence 
of  Lord  Averil  from  Prior's  Ash  for  an  indefinite  period. 

He  pressed  his  hand  upon  his  weary  brow,  his  brain 
within  working  tumultuously.  If  he  must  see  Lord 
Averil — and  there  could  be  no  escape — what  slioidd  be 
his  plea  for  the  non-production  of  those  deeds  ?  It  must 
be  a  plausible  one.  His  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  a 
rap  at  the  door. 
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"Come  in,"  cried  George,  in  a  sadly  hopeless  tone. 
Was  it  Lord  Ayeril  back  again  ? 

It  was  only  a  note.  A  three-cornered  miniature  thing 
fastened  by  a  silver  wafer.  No  business  communica- 
tion, that.     George  knew  the  writing  well. 

"  Dear  Mr.  George, 

"  Will  you  ride  with  me  to-day  at  half-past  three 
instead  of  four?  I'll  tell  you  my  reason  then.  Lord 
A.  is  back. 

"  Yours, 

"  C.  P." 

George  tore  the  note  into  fragments  and  flung  them 
into  the  paper-basket.  It  was  ten  minutes  past  three 
then.  Glad  of  any  excuse  to  be  out  of  business  and  its 
cares,  he  hastened  things  away  in  his  room,  and  left  it. 
There  were  moments  when  George  was  tempted  heartily 
to  wish  himself  out  of  it  for  good,  safe  in  some  un- 
approachable island,  too  remote  from  civilisation  to  be 
visited  by  the  world.  But  he  did  not  see  his  way  clear 
to  get  there. 

Look  at  him  as  he  rides  through  the  town,  Charlotte 
by  his  side,  and  the  two  gi'ooms  behind!  Look  at  his 
fine  bay  horse,  his  gentlemanly  figure! — look  at  his 
laughing  blue  eyes,  his  wavy  golden  hair,  at  the  gay 
smile  on  his  lips  as  he  turns  to  Charlotte!  Can  you 
fancy  care  an  inmate  of  that  man's  breast  ?  Prior's  Ash 
did  not.  They  were  only  content  to  admire  and  envy 
their  handsome  and  most  attractive  banker,  George 
Godolphin. 

They  rode  by  the  bank.  It  was  not  often — indeed  it 
was  very  rare — that  they  passed  it  in  their  rides. 
There  were  plenty  of  other  ways,  without  choosing 
that.     George  never  would  have  chosen  it :  perhaps  h 
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Lad  the  grace  to  think  that  his  frequent  rides  "with 
Mrs.  Charlotte  Pain  need  not  be  paraded  so  con- 
spicuously before  the  windows  of  his  wife.  Charlotte, 
however,  had  a  will  of  her  own,  and  sometimes  she 
chose  to  exercise  it. 

As  good  luck  had  it,  or  ill  luck,  or  no  luck  at  all, 
Maria  happened  to  be  at  the  drawing-room  window 
to-day.  Some  ladies  were  paying  her  a  visit,  and  Meta 
— who  sometimes  got  indulged  as  an  only  child  does 
get  indulged — made  one  in  the  drawing-room.  She 
caught  sight  of  her  papa,  forthwith  climbed  upon  a  chair 
to  see  him  better,  and  leaned  from  the  open  window, 
clapping  her  hands.     "  Papa !  papa  !" 

Maria  sprang  to  her  to  hold  her  in.  She  was  a  child 
who  had  little  sense  of  danger.  Had  George  held  out 
his  arms  then,  and  said,  "  Jump  out  to  me,  Meta,"  she 
would  have  taken  the  leap  fearlessly.  Maria  caught 
her  round  the  waist,  and  the  visitors  came  forward  to  see. 

Charlotte  threw  up  a  triumphant  glance.  One  of 
those  curiously  triumphant  glances  that  she  was  rather 
fond  of  giving  Mrs.  George  Godolphin.  Maria  bowed 
gravely.  An  idea — a  faint  idea,  glancing  at  no  ill — 
had  been  growing  over  her  lately  that  her  husband 
passed  more  time  with  Charlotte  Pain  than  was  abso- 
lutely necessary.  George  smiled  at  his  wife,  lifted  his 
hat  to  the  ladies  by  her  side,  and  waved  a  kiss  to  Meta. 

The  red  blood  had  mantled  in  his  cheek.  At  what  ? 
At  Charlotte's  triumphantly  saucy  look — which  he  had 
not  failed  to  catch — or  at  his  wife's  grave  one  ?  Or  at 
the  sight  of  a  gentleman  who  stood  on  the  pavement, 
saluting  them  as  they  passed  ?  It  was  the  Yiscount 
Averil.  George  saluted  again,  and  rode  on  with  a 
smooth  brow  and  a  face  bright  as  day. 

Considerably  later  ;  just  before  five,  in  fact,  when  the 
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bank  closed,  Lord  Averil  presented  himself  at  it  again. 
Had  Mr.  George  Godolphin  returned  ?  If  so,  could  he 
see  him  ? 

Mr.  George  had  not  come  in.  Mr.  Hurde  came 
forward  and  inquired  if  it  was  anything  that  he  could 
do  for  his  lordship. 

Lord  Averil  had  known  Mr.  Hurde  a  long  while. 
He  had  seen  him  in  his  place  there  as  long  as  he  had 
banked  mth  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin.  He 
supposed  he  was  a  confidential  clerk :  and,  in  point  of 
fact,  Mr.  Hurde  was  so  to  a  great  extent. 

"  You  hold  some  bonds  of  mine,"  said  Lord  Averil. 
^*  Bonds  of  some  stock  which  Sir  George  Godolphin 
purchased  for  me.     Did  you  know  anything  of  it  ?" 

"  I  remember  the  transaction  quite  well,  my  lord," 
replied  Mr.  Hurde. 

"  I  want  the  bonds  delivered  up  to  me.  Can  I  have 
them  ?" 

"  Certainly.  Your  lordsliip  can  have  them  whenever 
you  please.    They  are  in  your  case,  in  the  strong-room." 

"  I  should  have  liked  them  to-day,  if  possible," 
replied  Lord  Averil. 

"  There  will  be  no  difficulty  at  all,  my  lord.  Mr. 
George  Godolphin  can  dehver  them  to  you  as  soon  as 
lie  comes  in." 

"Will  he  be  in  soon,  think  you  ?" 

"  He  is  sure  not  to  be  very  long,  my  lord.  I  have  to 
see  him  before  I  leave." 

"  Then  I  think  I'll  wait,"  said  Lord  Averil. 

He  was  shown  into  the  bank  parlour,  and  left  there. 
At  five  the  clerks  quitted  the  bank :  it  was  usual  for 
them  to  do  so.  Mr.  Hurde  Avaited.  In  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  Georsre  entered. 

A  few  minutes  given  to  the  business  for  which  Mr. 
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Hurde  had  remained,  and  then  he  spoke.  "Lord 
Averil  is  waiting  to  see  you,  sir." 

"  Lord  Averil  ?"  cried  George,  in  a  hasty  tone. 
"Waiting  now?" 

"  He  is  in  the  parlour,  sir.  He  asked  if  he  could 
have  his  bonds  given  up  to  him.  I  said  I  thought  he 
could,  and  he  replied  that  he  would  wait." 

"  Then  'you  had  no  business  to  say  anything  of  the 
sort,"  burst  forth  George,  in  so  vehement  a  tone  as  to 
astonish  the  sober  cashier.  "  It  may  not  be  convenient 
to  lay  one's  hands  upon  the  bonds  at  a  minute's  notice, 
Hurde,"  he  more  quietly  added,  as  if  he  would  soothe 
down  or  atone  for  his  anger. 

"  They  are  in  Lord  Averil's  box  in  the  strong-room, 
sir,"  said  the  old  clerk,  supposing  his  master  must  have 
temporarily  forgotten  where  the  said  bonds  were  placed. 
"Mr.  Godoljohin  was  speaking  to  me  about  those 
bonds  the  other  day." 

"What  about  them?"  inquired  George,  striving  to 
put  the  question  easily. 

"  It  was  nothing  particular,  sii\  He  was  only 
mentioning  their  increased  value :  how  they  had  gone 
up  in  the  market." 

George  said  no  more.  He  turned  from  the  office  and 
halted  before  the  door  of  the  parlour.  Halted  to 
collect  his  brains.  One  hand  was  on  the  handle  of  the 
door,  the  other  on  his  brow.  Lord  Averil  rose,  and 
shook  hands  cordially. 

"  I  am  come  to  bother  you  again  about  my  bonds, 
Mr.  George.  I  don't  care  to  keep  that  stock,  and  the 
present  is  a  most  favourable  ojDj^ortunity  to  sell" 

"  They'll  go  higher  yet,"  observed  George. 

"Will  they?  They  tell  me  different  in  London. 
The  opinion  there,  is,  that  they  will  begin  to  fall." 
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*'  All  rubbisli,"  said  George.  "  A  canard  got  up  on 
tlie  Stock  Exchange." 

"  Well,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  sell,"  observed 
Lord  Averil.  "  I  Avrote  to  you  from  London  to  send 
me  the  shares  up  ;  but  you  did  not  seem  to  be  in  a 
hurry  to  do  it.     So  I  have  come  down  for  them." 

George  laughed.  "  Come  down  for  nothing  but  the. 
shares  ?     But  you  will  make  a  stay  ?" 

"  No.  I  go  up  again  to-morrow.  I  am  not  sure 
whether  I  shaU  return  here  for  the  summer  or  not. 
Some  friends  of  mine  are  going  over  to  Canada  for 
three  or  four  months.    Perhaps  I  may  accompany  them." 

George  devoutly  wished  his  lordship  could  be  off, 
there  and  then ;  and  that  the  sojourn  [might  last  years, 
instead  of  months.  "  I  wish  I  had  the  time  to  go 
there !"  cried  he,  aloud  :  "  I'd  start  to-morrow." 

"  Will  it  be  troubling  you  to  give  me  the  bonds,  Mr. 
George  ?" 

George  sat  a  few  moments,  his  head  bent  as  if  in 
thought.  "  The  bonds  ?"  he  slowly  said.  "  Your  bonds  ? 
They  were  sent — yes,  certainly,  your  bond  swere  sent  to 
our  agents  in  London." 

"  My  bonds  sent  to  your  agents  in  London !"  repeated 
Lord  Averil,  in  surprise.     "  What  for  ?" 

George  coughed.  "  Some  of  our  deposited  deeds  are 
kept  there.  Let  me  see  ?"  he  continued,  again  plung- 
ing into  thought.  "Yes — yom's  were  amongst  those 
that  went  up.     I  remember." 

"But  why  not  have  told  me  this  before?"  asked 
Lord  Averil.  "  Had  you  written  me  word,  it  would 
have  saved  me  the  jom*ney  down." 

"  To  be  sure,"  acquiesced  George.  "  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  never  thought  much  about  it,  or^  where  they 
were,  until  now." 
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"Mr.  Hurde  told  me  they  were  liere,"  said  Lord 
Averil. 

"N^o  doubt  lie  thought  so.  They  were  here,  until 
recently." 

"I  shall  have  my  journey  back  again,  then!"  cried 
his  lordship.  "  Will  the  town  bankers  give  them  up  to 
me  on  my  simple  demand,  or  must  they  have  youi' 
authority  ?" 

"  I  will  write  to  them/'  responded  George. 

The  viscount  rose.  Kot  a  shade  of  suspicion  had 
crossed  his  mind.  But  he  could  not  help  thinking  that 
he  should  have  made  a  better  man  of  business  than 
handsome  George.  "I  wish  you  had  told  me  I"  he 
involuntarily  repeated.  "But  I  suppose,"  he  good- 
naturedly  added,  "that  my  poor  bonds  are  too  insig- 
nificant to  have  much  place  in  the  thoughts  of  a  man, 
surrounded  by  hundreds  of  thousands." 

George  laughed.  He  was  walking  with  Lord  Averil 
to  the  entrance  door.  They  stood  at  it  together  when 
it  was  reached,  the  street  before  them.  Lord  Averil 
asked  after  Mr.  Godolphin. 

"  He  seems  a  little  better,"  replied  George.  "  Cer- 
tainly no  worse." 

*'  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Very  glad  indeed.  You  will 
not  forget  to  write  to  town,  Mr.  George  ?" 

"  All  right,"  replied  George  Godolphin. 
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CIL\PTEE  XIII. 


The  red  light  of  the  setting  sim  streamed  upon  the 
bright  hair  of  Cecil  Godolphin.  She  had  strolled  out 
from  the  diniug-room  to  enjoy  the  beauty  of  the  late 
spring  evening,  or  to  indulge  her  own  thoughts,  as 
might  be.  To  the  confines  of  the  gTounds  strayed  she, 
as  far  as  those  surrounding  Lady  Godolphin^s  Folly; 
and  there  she  sat  down  on  the  garden  bench. 

Not  to  remain  alone  for  long.  She  was  interrupted 
by  the  very  man  upon  whom — if  the  disclosure  must  be 
made — her  evening  thoughts  had  centred.  He  was 
coming  up  with  a  quick  step  on  the  road  from  Prior's 
Ash.  Seemg  Cecil  he  turned  off  to  accost  her,  his 
heart  beating. 

Beating  with  the  slight  hill,  or  with  the  sight  of 
Cecil?  He  best  knew.  Many  a  man's  heart  has 
beaten  at  a  less  lovely  vision.  She  wore  her  favourite 
attire,  white,  set  off  with  blue  ribbons,  and  her  golden 
hair  glittered  in  the  sunlight.  She  nearly  screamed 
vdth  surprise.  She  had  been  thinking  of  him,  it  is 
true,  but  as  one  who  was  miles  and  miles  away.  In 
spite  of  his  stormy  and  not  long-past  rejection^  Lord 
Averil  went  straight  up  to  her  and  held  out  his  hand. 
Did  he  notice  that  her  blue  eyes  dropped  beneath  his. 
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as  she  rose  to  answer  his  greeting  ;  that  the  soft  colour 
on  her  cheeks  changed  to  a  hot  damask  ? 

"  I  fear  I  have  surprised  you,"  said  Lord  Averil. 

"  A  little,"  acknowledged  Cecil.  "  I  did  not  know  you 
were  at  Prior's  Ash.     Thomas  will  be  glad  to  see  you." 

She  turned  to  walk  with  him  to  the  house,  as  in 
•courtesy  boimd.  Lord  Averil  offered  her  his  arm,  and 
Cecil  condescended  to  put  the  tips  of  her  fingers  within 
it.  Neither  broke  the  silence  ;  perhaps  neither  could 
break  it ;  and  they  gained  the  large  porch  of  Ashlydyat. 
Cecil  spoke  then. 

"  Are  you  going  to  make  a  long  stay  in  the  country  :" 

"  A  very  short  one.  A  party  of  friends  are  departing 
for  Canada,  and  they  wish  me  to  make  one.  I  think  1 
Bhall." 

''  To  Canada !"  echoed  Cecil.     "  All  that  way  !" 

Lord  Averil  smiled.  *''lt  sounds  farther  than  it 
really  is.     I  am  an  old  traveller,  you  know." 

Cecil  opened  the  dining-room  door.  Thomas  was 
alone.  He  had  left  the  table,  and  was  seated  in  his 
•arm-chair  at  the  window.  A  glad  smile  illumined  his 
face  when  he  saw  Lord  Averil.  Lord  Averil  w^as  one 
of  the  very  few  of  Avhom  Thomas  Godolphin  could 
make  a  close  friend.  These  close  friends !  Kot  above 
one,  or  two,  can  we  meet  with  in  a  lifetime.  Acquaint- 
ances many  ;  but  friends — those  to  whom  the  heart  can 
speak  out  its  inmost  thoughts,  who  may  be  as  our  own 
soul — how  few  ! 

Cecil  left  them  alone.  She  ran  off  to  tell  Janet  that 
Lord  Averil  had  come,  and  would  perhaps  take  tea 
with  them,  were  he  invited  to  do  so.  Thomas,  witli 
ideas  more  largely  hospitable,  was  pressing  dinner  upon 
him.     It  could  be  brought  back  at  once. 

"I   have   dined  at   the  Bell,"  replied  Lord  Averil. 

VOL.  IL  M 
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"  ]^ot  any,  thank  yon,"  lie  added,  as  Thomas  was  turning 
to  the  wine.     "  I  have  taken  all  I  require." 

"Have  you  come  to  make  a  long  stay?"  inquired 
Thomas — as  Cecil  had  done. 

"I  shall  go  back  to  town  to-morrow.  Having 
nothing  to  do  with  myself  this  evening,  I  thought  I 
could  not  spend  it  better  than  with  you.  I  am  pleased 
to  see  that  you  are  looking  yourself." 

"The  warm  weather  seems  to  be  doing  me  good," 
was  Thomas  Godolphin's  rejDly,  a  consciousness  within 
him  how  little  better  he  really  was.  "Why  are  you 
making  so  short  a  stay  ?" 

*'Well,  as  it  turns  out,  my  journey  has  been  a 
superfluous  one.  Those  bonds  that  you  hold  of  mine 
brought  me  down,"  continued  Lord  Averil,  little 
thinking  that  he  was  doing  mischief  by  mentioning  the 
subject  to  Mr.  Godolphin.  "I  am  going  to  sell  out, 
and  came  down  to  get  them." 

"Why  did  you  not  write?"  said  Thomas.  "We 
could  have  sent  them  to  you." 

"I  did  -write,  a  week  or  ten  days  ago,  and  your 
brother  wrote  me  word  in  answer  that  the  bonds  should 
be  sent — or  something  to  that  effect.  But  they  never 
came.  Having  nothing  much  to  do,  I  thought  I  would 
run  down  for  them.  I  also  wanted  to  see  Max.  But 
he  is  away." 

"  I  believe  he  is,"  replied  Thomas.  "  Have  you  got 
the  bonds  ?" 

"It  has  proved  a  useless  journey,  I  say,"  replied 
Lord  Averil.  "  The  bonds  I  find  are  in  town,  at  your 
ao^ents'." 

Thomas  Godolphin  looked  up  with  surprise.  "  They 
are  not  in  town,"  he  said.  "  What  should  bring  them 
in  town  ?    Who  told  you  that  ?" 
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'    "  Your  brother  George." 

"  George  told  you  the  bonds  were  in  town  ?'  repeated 
Thomas,  as  if  he  could  not  believe  his  ears. 

"He  did  indeed  ;  not  three  hours  ago.  Why?  Are 
they  not  in  town  ?" 

'*  Most  certainly  not.  The  bonds  are  in  our  strong- 
room, where  they  were  first  deposited.  They  have 
never  been  moved  from  it.  What  could  George  have 
been  thinking  of?" 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  did  not  fancy  he  appeared 
over-certain  himself,  where  they  were,  whether  here  or 
in  town/'  said  Lord  Averil.  '^  At  length  he  remembered 
that  they  were  in  town :  he  said  they  had  gone  up  with 
other  deeds." 

"  He  makes  a  mistake,"  said  Thomas.  "  He  must  be 
confounding  your  bonds  with  some  that  we  sent  up  the 
other  day  of  Lord  Cavemore's.  And  yet,  I  wonder 
that  he  should !  Lord  Cavemore's  went  up  for  a  par- 
ticular purpose,  and  George  himself  took  the  in- 
structions. Lord  Cavemore  consulted  him  upon  the 
business  altogether." 

"  Then— if  my  bonds  are  here — can  I  have  them  at 
once  ?"  asked  Lord  Averil. 

"You  can  have  them  the  instant  the  bank  is 
open  to-morrow  morning.  In  fact,  you  might  have 
them  to-night  if  George  should  happen  to  be  at 
home.  I  am  sorry  you  should  have  had  any  trouble 
about  it." 

Lord  Averil  smiled.  "Speaking  frankly,  I  do  not 
fancy  George  is  so  much  a  man  of  business  as  you  are. 
When  I  first  asked  for  the  bonds,  nearly  a  month 
ago,  he  appeared  to  be  quite  at  sea ;  not  to  know 
what  I  meant,  or  to  remember  that  you  held  bonds  of 
mine." 
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"  Did  you  ask  for  the  bonds  a  montli  ago  ?"  exclaimed 
Thomas. 

"It's  about  that  time.  It  was  when  you  were  in 
London.     George  at  last  remembered." 

"  Did  he  not  give  them  to  you  ?" 

*'No.      He  said 1  almost  forget  what  he  said. 

That  he  did  not  know  where  to  put  his  hands  upon 
them,  I  think,  in  your  absence." 

Thomas  felt  vexed.  He  wondered  what  could  have 
possessed  George  to  behave  so  unbusiness-like :  or  how 
it  was  possible  for  him  to  have  blundered  so  about  the 
bonds.  But  he  would  not  blame  his  brother  to  Lord 
Averil.  "  You  shall  have  the  bonds  the  first  thing  in 
the  morning,"  he  said.  "  I  will  drop  a  note  to  George, 
reminding  him  where  they  are,  in  case  I  am  not  at  the 
bank  early  enough  for  you." 

Unusually  well  felt  Thomas  Godolphin  that  evening. 
He  proceeded  with  Lord  Averil  to  the  drawing-room  to 
his  sisters ;  and  a  very  pleasant  hour  or  two  they  all 
spent  together.  Bessy  laughed  at  Lord  Averil  a  great 
deal  about  his  proposed  Canada  expedition,  telling  him 
she  did  not  believe  he  was  serious  in  saying  that  he 
entertained  it. 

It  was  a  genial  night,  soft,  warm,  and  lovely,  the 
moon  bright  again.  The  church  clocks  at  Prior's  Ash 
were  strikino^  ten  when  Lord  Averil  rose  to  leave  Ash- 
lydyat.  "  If  you  will  wait  two  minutes  for  me,  I  will  go 
a  little  way  with  you,"  said  Thomas  Godolphin. 

He  withdrew  to  another  room,  penned  a  line,  and 
despatched  it  by  a  servant  to  the  bank.  Then  he  re- 
joined Lord  Averil,  passed  his  arm  witliin  his  lordship's, 
and  went  out  with  him. 

*'  Is  this  Canada  project  a  joke  ?"  asked  he. 

*'  Indeed,  no.     I  have  not  quite  made  up  my  mind  to 
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go.  I  think  I  shall.  If  so,  I  shall  be  away  in  a  week 
from  this.  Why  should  I  not  go?  I  have  no  settled 
home,  no  ties." 

''-  Should  you  not — I  beg  your  pardon,  Averil — be  the 
happier  for  a  settled  home  ?  You  might  form  ties.  I 
think  a  roving  life  must  be  the  least  desirable  one." 

'*It  is  one  I  was  never  fitted  for.  My  inclination 
would  lead  me  to  home,  to  domestic  happiness.  But,  as 
you  know,  I  put  that  out  of  my  power." 

**  For  a  time.  But  that  is  over.  You  might  marry 
again." 

"  I  do  not  suppose  I  ever  shall,"  returned  Lord  Averil, 
feeling  half  prompted  to  tell  his  unsuspicious  friend  that 
his  own  sister  was  the  barrier.  "  You  have  never  mar- 
ried," he  resumed,  allowing  the  impulse  to  die  away. 

Thomas  Godolphin  shook  his  head.  "  The  cases  are 
different,"  he  said.  "  In  your  wife  you  lost  one  whom 
you  could  not  regret " 

*' Don't  call  her  by  that  name,  Godolphin!"  burst 
forth  Lord  Averil. 

"  And  in  Ethel  I  lost  one  who  was  all  the  world  to 
me;  who  could  never  be  replaced,"  Thomas  went  on, 
after  a  pause.     "  The  cases  are  widely  different." 

"  Ay,  widely  different,"  assented  Lord  Averil. 

They  walked  on  in  silence,  each  buried  in  his  own 
thoughts.  At  the  commencement  of  the  road.  Lord 
Averil  stopped,  and  took  Thomas  Godolphin 's  hand  in  his. 
f    "  You  shall  not  come  any  farther  with  me." 

Thomas  stopped  also.  He  had  not  intended  to  go 
farther.     "  You  will  really  start  for  Canada  ?" 

"  I  believe  I  shall." 

"  Take  my  blessing  with  you  then,  Averil.  We  may 
never  meet  again  in  this  world." 

''  W^mt !"  exclaimed  Lord  Averil. 


16b*  TEE   SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT.  * 

"  The  medical  men  entertain  hopes  that  my  life  may  not 
be  terminated  so  speedily :  I  believe  that  a  few  months 
will  end  it.     I  may  not  live  to  welcome  you  home." 

It  was  the  first  intimation  Lord  Averil  had  received 
of  Thomas  Godolpliin's  fatal  malady.  Thomas  explained 
it  to  him.     He  was  overwhelmed. 

'•'  Oh,  my  friend !  my  friend !  Cannot  death  be  de- 
fied, or  coaxed  to  spare  you  ?"  he  called  out,  in  his  pain. 
How  many  have  vainly  echoed  the  same  cry ! 

A  few  more  words,  a  long  grasp  of  the  lingering 
hands,  and  they  parted.  Thomas  with  a  God-speed; 
Lord  Averil  with  a  different  prayer — a  God-save — upon 
his  Kps.  The  peer  turned  to  Prior's  Ash;  Thomas 
Oodolphin  towards  home. 

Xot  by  the  path  he  had  come.  He  had  brought  Lord 
Averil  down  the  broad  open  entrance  to  Ashlydyat ;  he 
tm-ned  to  go  round  the  path  by  the  ash-trees  in  front  of 
the  Dark  Plain.  Possibly  he  had  a  mind  to  see  whether 
the  Shadow  was  abroad  to-night. 

Before  he  had  vrell  turned  the  corner  of  the  trees,  or 
had  given  more  than  a  glance  to  the  Black  Shadow — 
for  there  it  was — he  heard  hasty  footsteps  behind  him. 
Looking  round,  he  beheld  Lord  Averil.  Softened  by 
the  parting,  by  the  tidings  he  had  heard,  an  impulse 
had  taken  Lord  Averil  that  he  would  speak  of  Cecil : 
and  he  turned  back  to  do  so. 

"  Godolphin,  I Willi's  that  ?" 

The  great  Black  Shadow,  stretching  out  there  in  the 
distance,  had  attracted  the  attention  of  Lord  Averil. 
He  stood  with  his  forefinger  extended,  pointing  towards 
it. 

"  That  is  what  they  call  the  Shadow  of  Ashlydyat," 
quietly  replied  Thomas  Godolphin. 

Lord  Averil  had  never  before  seen  it.     He  had  heard 
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enough  of  it.  Attentively  regarding  it,  lie  did  not  for 
some  time  sj)eak. 

*'  Do  you  believe  in  it  ?"  lie  asked  at  lengtli. 

"Believe  in  it?"  repeated  Thomas  Godolphin.  "I 
beheve  that  a  dark  Shadow  does  appear  there  on  occa- 
sions. I  cannot  believe  otherwise,  with  that  ocidar 
demonstration  before  me." 

"And  how  do  you  account  for  it?"  asked  Lord 
Averil. 

"  I  have  been  all  my  life  trying  to  do  so.  And  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  there  is  no  accounting  for  it." 

"  But  I  have  always  treated  the  report  as  the  most 
perfect  folly,"  rejoined  Lord  Averil. 

"  Ay.  No  doubt.  As  I  should  do,  but  for  that " — 
and  Thomas  Godolphin  nodded  towards  the  Shadow,  on 
which  the  peer's  eyes  were  fixed  with  an  intense  stare. 
''  You  and  I  are  rational  beings,  Averil,  not  likely  to  be 
led  away  by  superstitious  folly;  we  hve  in  an  en- 
lightened age,  little  tolerant  of  such.  And  yet,  here  we 
stand,  gazing  mth  dispassionate  eyes  on  that  Shadow, 
in  full  possession  of  our  sober  judgment.  It  is  there ; 
we  see  it :  and  that  is  all  we  can  tell  about  it.  The 
Shadow  of  xlshlydyat  is  ridiculed  from  one  end  of  the 
county  to  the  other ;  spoken  of — when  spoken  of  at  all 
— as  an  absurd  superstition  of  the  Godolphins.  But 
there  the  Shadow  is  :  and  not  all  the  ridicule  extant  can 
do  away  with  the  plain  fact.  I  see  it :  but  I  cannot  ex- 
plain it." 

**  WTiat  do  you  do  about  it  ?" 

Lord  Averil  asked  the  question  in  his  bewildered 
wonder.  A  smile  crossed  Thomas  Godolphin's  lips  as 
he  answered  it. 

"  We  do  nothing.  We  can  do  nothing.  W^e  cannot 
prevent  its  coming ;   we  cannot  send  it  away  when  it 
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comes ;  we  cannot  bring  it  if  it  does  not  come  of  its  own 
accord.  If  I  reasoned  about  it  for  a  month,  Averil,  I 
could  give  no  better  explanation." 

Lord  Averil  drew  a  deep  breatli,  like  one  awaking 
from  a  reverie.  As  Thomas  Godolphin  said  :  there  was- 
the  Shadow,  all  plain  to  his  eyes,  to  his  senses :  but  of 
explanation  of  its  cause,  there  was  none.  The  little 
episode  had  driven  away  the  impulse  to  speak  of  Cecil : 
and,  after  another  hand  pressure,  he  finally  turned 
away,  and  pursued  his  walk  to  Prior's  Ash. 

Another  was  also  pursuing  his  walk  to  Prior's  Ash  ; 
indeed,  had  nearly  gained  it :  and  that  was  Thomas 
Godolphin's  messenger.  Approaching  the  bank  resi- 
dence, he  distinguished  some  one  standing  at  the  en- 
trance, and  found  that  it  was  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 

"  What's  this  ?"  asked  George.     ''  A  letter  ?" 

"  My  master  sent  me  down  with  it,  sir." 

"George  turned  it  about  in  his  hand.  "Does  it 
require  an  answer,  do  you  know,  xindrew  ?" 

"  No,  sir.     My  master  said  I  need  not  wait." 

The  man  departed,  and  George  carried  the  note  into* 
the  dining-room.  Maria  sat  there  reading,  underneath 
the  chandelier.  She  looked  pleased  to  see  her  husband, 
and  closed  the  book.  George  had  been  out  all  the 
evening.  He  stood  opposite  Maria,  and  tore  the  note 
open. 

"Deak  Geoege, 

"  Lord  Averil's  bonds  are  in  his  case  in  the  strong- 
room. How  could  you  make  so  great  a  mistake  as  to 
tell  him  they  had  gone  to  town  ?  I  send  you  word,  lest 
he  should  call  for  them  in  the  morning  before  I  reack 
the  bank. 

Ever  yours, 

"Thomas  Godolphin. 
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Then  the  explosion  must  come !  With  a  word,  that 
was  very  like  a  groan,  George  crushed  the  paper  in  his 
hand.     3Iaria  heard  the  sound. 

"  What  is  it,  George  ?" 

"Nothing.  What?  This?  Only  a  note  from 
Thomas." 

He  began  whistling  lightly,  to  cover  his  real  feelings, 
and  took  up  the  book  Maria  had  closed.  "  Is  it  enter- 
taining ?"  asked  he,  turning  over  its  pages. 

"  Very.  It  is  a  nice  book.  But  for  having  it  to  read, 
I  should  have  been  lying  on  the  sofa.  I  have  a  very 
bad  headache  to-night." 

"  Go  to  bed,"  responded  George. 

"  I  think  I  must.  Perhaps  you  will  not  like  to  come 
so  early  ?" 

"  Never  mind  me.  I  have  got  an  hour  or  two's  work 
to  do  in  the  bank  to-night." 

"  Oh,  George !" 

"  My  dear,  it  need  not  keep  you  up." 

"George,  I  cannot  thmk  how  it  is  that  you  have? 
night-work  to  do !"  she  impulsively  exclaimed,  after  a 
pause.  *'  I  am  sure  Thomas  would  not  wish  you  to  do 
it.     I  think  I  shall  ask  him." 

George  turned  round  and  grasped  her  shoulder,  quite 
sharply.     "Maria!" 

His  grasp,  I  say,  was  sharp,  his  look  and  voice  were 
imperatively  stern.  Maria  felt  frightened :  she  scarcely 
knew  why.     '"What  have  I  done?"  she  asked,  timidly. 

"  Understand  me,  please,  once  for  all.  W^hat  I  choose 
to  do,  does  not  regard  my  brother  Thomas.  I  will  have 
no  tales  carried  to  him." 

"  Why  do  you  mistake  me  so  ?"  she  answered,  when 
she  had  a  little  recovered  her  surprise.  "  It  cannot  be 
well  for  you,  or  pleasant  for  you,  to  have  so  much  work 
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to  do  at  night,  and  I  thouglit  Thomas  would  have  told 
you  not  to  do  it.  Tales !  George,  you  know  I  should 
never  tell  them  of  you." 

'*  No,  no ;  I  know  you  would  not,  Maria.  I  have  been 
idle  of  late,  and  am  getting  up  my  work ;  that's  all : 
but  it  would  not  do  to  let  Thomas  know  it.  You — you 
don't  tell  Isaac  that  I  sit  up  at  the  books  ?"  he  cried, 
almost  in  an  accent  of  terror. 

She  looked  up  at  him  Avonderingly,  through  her  wet 
eyelashes.  "  Surely,  no  !  Should  I  be  likely  to  speak 
to  Isaac  of  what  you  do  ?  or  to  any  one  ?" 

George  folded  her  in  his  arms,  kissing  the  tears  from 
her  face.  "  Go  to  bed  at  once,  darling,  and  sleep  your 
headache  off,"  he  fondly  whispered.  ^"  I  will  be  up  soon ; 
as  soon  as  I  can." 

He  lighted  her  candle  and  gave  it  to  her.  ^  As  Maria 
took  it,  she  remembered  something  she  wished  to  say  to 
him.  "  When  will  it  be  convenient  to  you  to  give  me 
some  money,  George  ?" 

"What  for?" 

"  Oh,  you  know.  For  housekeeping.  The  bills  are 
getting  so  heavy,  and  the  tradespeople  are  beginning 
to  ask  for  their  money.  The  servants  want  their 
wages,  too.  Would  it  not  be  better  to  pay  regularly, 
as  we  used  to  do,  instead  of  letting  things  run  on  so 
long?" 

"Ay.     I'll  see  about  it,"  replied  George. 

George  had  got  into  the  habit  of  giving  the  same 
answer,  when  asked  by  his  wife  for  money.  She  had 
asked  several  times  lately  :  but  all  the  satisfaction  she 
could  get  was,  "I'll  see  about  it."  Not  a  suspicion 
that  his  means  were  running  short  ever  crossed  her 
brain. 

She  went  up-stairs  and  retired  to  rest,  soon  falKng 
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asleep.  Her  head  was  lieayy.  The  household  went  to 
bed;  George  shut  himself  in  the  bank — as  was  his 
recent  custom ;  and  the  house  was  soon  Avi-apped  in 
quiet — as  a  sober  house  should  be. 

Two  o'clock  was  striking  from  All  Souls'  clock  when 
Maria  awoke.  Why  should  she  have  awoke? — there 
was  no  noise  to  startle  her.  All  she  knew — and  it  is 
all  that  a  great  many  of  us  know — was,  that  she  did 
awake. 

To  her  exceeding  astonishment,  George  was  not  in 
bed.  Two  o'clock! — and  he  had  said  that  he  should 
soon  follow  her!  A  feeling  of  vague  alarm  stole  over 
Maria. 

All  sorts  of  improbable  suggestions  crowded  on  her 
imagination.  Imaginations,  you  know,  are  more  fan- 
tastic in  the  dark  still  night,  than  in  the  busy  day. 
Had  he  been  taken  ill  ?  Had  he  fallen  asleep  at  his 
work?  Could  he — could  he  have  set  the  books  and 
himself  on  fire  ?  Had  a  golden  crown  been  offered  to 
Maria,  she  could  not  have  remained  there  tranquil  a 
minute  longer. 

Groping  about  for  her  shoes  and  stockings  she  put 
them  on,  flung  over  herseK  a  large  warm  dressing-gown, 
and  stole  down  the  stairs.     Passinc:  throuo-h  the  door 
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that  divided  the  dwelling  from  the  bank,  she  softly 
turned  the  handle  of  George's  room,  and  opened  it. 
Secure  in  the  house  being  at  rest,  he  had  not  locked 
the  doors  against  interruption. 

The  tables  seemed  strewed  with  books,  but  George 
was  not  then  occupied  with  them.  He  was  sitting  in 
a  chair  apart,  buried — as  it  appeared — in  thought,  his 
hands  and  his  head  alike  hanging  Listlessly  down.  He 
started  up  at  the  entrance  of  Maria. 

"  I  got  alarmed,  George,"  she  said,  trying  to  ex[)lain 


172        THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

her  appearance.  "  I  awoke  suddenly,  and  finding  you 
had  not  come  up,  I  grew  frightened,  thinking  you 
might  be  ilL     It  is  two  o'clock !" 

"  What  ever  made  you  come  down  out  of  your  warm 
bed  ?"  reiterated  George.     "  You'll  catch  your  death." 

"I  got  frightened,  I  say.  "Will  you  not  come  up 
now  ?" 

'  "  I  am  coming  directly,"  rephed  George.    *'  Go  back 
at  once.     You'll  be  sure  to  take  cold." 

Maria  turned  to  obey.  Somehow  the  dark  passages 
struck  on  her  with  a  nervous  dread.  She  shrunk  into 
the  room  again. 

"  I  don't  care  to  go  up  alone,"  she  cried.  "  I  have 
no  light." 

^'  How  foolish !"  he  exclaimed.  "  I  declare  Meta 
would  be  braver !" 

Some  nervous  feeling  did  certainly  appear  to  be  upon 
her,  for  she  burst  into  tears.  George's  tone — a  tone  of 
irritation,  it  had  been — was  exchanged  for  one  of 
soothing  tenderness,  as  he  bent  over  her.  "  What  ails 
you  to-night,  Maria  ?     I'll  light  you  up." 

"I  don't  know  what  ails  me,"  she  answered,  sup- 
pressing her  sobs.  "I  have  not  felt  in  spirits  of  late. 
George,  sometimes  I  think  you  are  not  well.  You  arc 
a  great  deal  changed  in  your  manner  to  me.  Have  I — 
have  I  displeased  you  in  any  way  ?" 

"  You  displeased  me  !    No,  my  darling." 

He  spoke  with  impulsive  fondness.  Well  had  it 
been  for  George  Godolphin  had  no  heavier  care  been 
upon  him  than  any  little  displeasure  his^Jwife  could 
give.  The  thought  occurred  to  him  with  strange  bit- 
terness. 

"I'll  Kght  you  up,  Maria,"  he  repeated.  "I  shall 
not  be  long  after  you." 
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And,  taking  the  lieavy  lamp  from  the  table,  he 
carried  it  to  the  outer  passage,  and  held  it  while  she 
went  up  the  stairs.  Then  he  returned  to  the  room  and 
to  his  work — whatever  that  work  might  be. 

Vain  work !  vain,  delusive,  useless  work !  As  you 
will  soon  find,  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE   LOSS   PROCLAIMED.  ' 

Whether  carking  care  or  hopeful  joy  may  be  in  the 
heart's  inner  dwelling-place,  people  generally  meet  at 
their  breakfast-tables  as  usual.  So  long  as  there's  any- 
thing in  the  house  to  eat,  meals  are  spread ;  so  long  as 
the  customary  laws  of  daily  routine  can  be  observed,  they 
are  observed ;  or,  at  any  rate,  a  pretence  to  it  is  made. 

George  Godolphin  sat  with  his  wife  at  the  breakfast- 
table.  Maria  was  in  high  spirits:  her  indisposition  of 
the  previous  evening  had  passed  away.  She  was  telling 
George  an  anecdote  of  Meta,  as  she  poured  out  the 
coffee,  some  Kttle  ruse  the  young  lady  had  exercised,  to 
come  over  Margery  ;  and  Maria  laughed  heartily  as  she 
told  it.  George  laughed  in  echo :  full  as  merrily  as 
his  wife.  There  must  have  been  two  George  Godol- 
phins  surely  at  that  moment !  The  outer  one,  the  one 
presented  to  the  world,  all  gay,  and  smiling,  and  care- 
less; the  inner  one,  kept  for  his  own  private  and  es- 
pecial delectation,  grim,  and  dark,  and  ghastly. 

Breakfast  was  nearly  over,  when  there  was  heard  a 
clattering  of  little  feet,  the  door  was  burst  open,  and 
Miss  Meta  appeared  in  a  triumphant  shout  of  laughter. 
She  had  eluded  Margery's  vigilance,  and  eloped  from 
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the  nursery.  Margery  speedily  followed,  scolding 
loudly,  her  hands  stretched  forth  to  seize  upon  the 
runaway.  But  Meta  had  bounded  to  her  papa,  and 
found  a  refuge. 

George  caught  her  up  on  his  knee :  his  bright  hair — 
the  same  shade  once,  but  somewhat  darker  now — mix- 
ing with  the  light  golden  locks  of  the  child,  as  he  took 
from  her  kiss  after  kiss.  To  say  that  George  Godol- 
phin  was  passionately  fond  of  his  child  would  not  be 
speaking  too  strongly:  few  fathers  can  love  a  child 
more  ardently  than  George  loved  Meta.  A  pretty 
little  lovable  thing  she  was !  Look  at  her  on  George's 
knee !  her  dainty  white  frock,  its  sleeves  tied  up  with 
blue,  her  pretty  socks  and  shoes,  her  sunny  face,  sur- 
rounded by  its  shower  of  shining  curls.  Margery 
scolded  in  the  doorway,  but  Miss  Meta,  little  heeding, 
was  casting  her  inquisitive  eyes  on  the  breakfast-table, 
to  see  what  there  might  be  nice  upon  it. 

"  If  you'd  just  please  to  punish  her  once  for  it,  sir, 
she'd  not  do  it,  maybe,  in  future !"  grumbled  Margery. 
"Naughty  girl!" 

"  I  think  I  must,"  said  George.  "  Shall  I  whip  you, 
Meta?" 

Meta  shouted  out  a  joyous  little  laugh  in  answer, 
turned  her  face  round,  and  clung  to  him  lovingly.  She 
knew  what  his  "  whippings  "  meant. 

"  But  if  Margery  says  so  ?" 

''Margery  nobody,"  responded  Meta,  bustling  her 
face  round  to  the  table  again.  "  Mamma,  let  me  have 
a  bit  of  that." 

Maria  hesitated.  "That"  was  some  tempting-look- 
ing breakfast-dish,  very  good  no  doubt  for  George,  but 
very  rich  for  IMeta.  George,  however,  drew  it  towards 
him,  and  cut  her  some,  claiming  for  his  reward  as  many 
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kisses   as   Meta's  impatience  to  begin  upon  it  would 
accord.     Margery  went  off  in  a  flounce. 

"Xo  wonder  the  child  despises  her  bread-and-milk 
in  a  morning !  If  I  had  been  let  feed  you  upon  them 
spiced  things,  Mr.  George,  when  you  were  a  child,  I 
wonder  whether  you'd  have  growed  into  the  strong 
man  you  have !" 

^''  Into  a  stronger,"  called  out  George.  He  liked  as 
much  to  give  a  word  of  teasing  now  and  then  to  Margery 
as  he  had  in  the  old  days  she  referred  to.  Margery 
retorted  with  some  answer,  which  he  did  not  catch,  and 
George  laughed.  Laughed  out  loud  and  merrily,  and 
again  buried  his  face  on  Meta's. 

But  he  could  not  stay  all  day  long  in  that  scene  of 
peace.  Oh,  if  we  only  could!  those  who  have  to  go 
out  to  battle  with  the  daily  world.  If  there  were  but  a 
means  of  shutting  and  locking  the  door  on  the  woes 
that  turn  a  man's  hair  white  before  its  time ! 

George  took  Meta  a  triumphal  ride  round  the  room 
on  his  shoulder,  and  then,  having  extorted  his  payment, 
put  her  down  by  Maria.  Going  into  the  bank  to  his 
day's  work.  His  day's  work !  rather  an  embarrassing 
one,  that  day,  Mr.  George  Godolphin ! 

Taking  the  keys  of  the  strong-room  from  the  cup- 
board, also  certain  other  keys,  as  he  had  done  once 
before  within  the  knowledge  of  the  reader,  he  proceeded 
to  the  strong-room,  opened  a  certain  safe  in  it,  and  took 
out  the  box  inscribed  "Lord  Averil."  This  he  also 
opened,  and  examined  its  contents.  Mr.  George 
Godolphin  was  searching  for  certain  bonds :  or,  making 
believe  to  search  for  them.  Having  satisfied  himself 
that  they  were  not  there,  he  returned  the  box  to  its 
place,  made  all  safe  again,  went  back,  and  sat  down  to 
open  the  morning  letters.    Presently  he  called  to  a  clerk. 
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"IsMr.  Hurde  come?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Desire  him  to  step  here." 

The  old  clerk  came,  in  obedience  to  the  summons, 
taking  off  his  spectacles  as  he  entered,  to  rub  one  of 
their  glasses,  which  had  got  misty.  George  leaned 
his  elbow  on  the  table,  and,  resting  his  chin  upon  his 
hand,  looked  him  full  in  the  face. 

"  Hurde,"  said  he,  plunging  midway  into  his  com- 
munication, which  he  made  in  a  low  tone,  "  those  bonds 
of  Lord  Averil's  are  missing." 

The  clerk  paused,  as  if  scarcely  understanding. 
"  How  do  you  mean,  sh  ?     Missing  in  what  way  ?" 

"  1  can't  find  them,"  replied  George. 

"  They  are  in  Lord  Averil's  box  in  the  strong-room, 
sir,  Avith  his  other  papers." 

'•  But  they  are  not  there,"  replied  George.  "  I  have 
searched  the  papers  through  this  morning.  Hurde,  we 
have  had  some  roguery  at  work." 

Another  pause,  devoted  by  Mr.  Hurde  to  the  revolving 
of  the  communication.  "  Eoguery  !"  he  slowly  repeated. 
'•Have  you  missed  anything  else,  Mr.  George?" 

"  No.     I  have  not  looked." 

"Oh,  sir,  there's  no  fear  of  there  being  anytliing 
wrong,"  resumed  the  old  clerk,  his  good  sense  repudiating 
the  notion.     "  Mr.  Godolpliin  must  have  moved  them." 

"That's  just  what  I  thought  until  last  night,"  said 
George.  "  The  fact  is,  Lord  Averil  asked  me  for  these 
bonds  some  little  while  ago,  while  my  brother  was  in 
London.  I  opened  the  box,  and,  not  seeing  them 
there,  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Mr.  Godolpliin  had 
moved  them.  Lord  Averil  said  it  was  of  no  consequence 
then,  and  departed  for  London :  and  the  thing  slipped 
from  my  memory.     AAhc^n  you  spoke  to  me  about  it 

VOL.   II.  N 


178        THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

last  evening,  of  course  I  felt  vexed  to  have  forgotten 
it,  and  I  put  off  Lord  Averil  with  the  best  excuse  I 
could." 

"  And  has  Mr.  Grodolphin  not  moved  them,  sir  ?" 
demanded  the  clerk. 

"  It  appears  not.  He  dropped  me  a  line  last  night, 
saying  I  should  find  the  bonds  in  their  place  in  the  box. 
I  suppose  Lord  Averil  was  up  at  Ashlydyat  and  men- 
tioned it.     But  I  can't  find  them  in  the  box." 

"  Sir,  you  know  you  are  not  a  very  good  searcher," 
observed  Mr.  Hm-de,  after  some  consideration.  "  Once 
or  twice  that  you  have  searched  for  deeds,  Mr.  Godolphin 
has  found  them  afterwards,  overlooked  by  you.  Shall 
I  go  carefully  over  the  box,  sir  ?  I  think  they  must  be 
in  it." 

"  I  tell  you,  Hurde,  they  are  not." 

He  spoke  somewhat  fractiously.  Fully  aware  that 
he  had  occasionally  overlooked  deeds,  in  his  haste  or 
carelessness,  perhaps  the  contrast  between  those  times 
and  these,  imparted  a  sting  to  his  manner.  Then, 
whether  the  deeds  had  been  found  or  not,  he  was 
innocent;  now 

*'  But,  if  they  are  not  in  the  box,  wdiere  can  they  be  ?" 
resumed  Mr.  Hm-de. 

"  There  it  is,"  said  George.  '*  A^Tiere  can  they  be  ? 
I  say,  Hurde,  that  some  light  fingers  must  have  been 
at  w^ork." 

Mr.  Hm'de  considered  the  point  over  in  his  mind.  It 
seemed  that  he  could  not  adopt  the  conclusion  readily. 
"  I  should  think  not,  sir.  If  nothing  else  is  missing,  I 
should  say  for  certain  not." 

''  They  are  missing  for  certain,"  retm-ned  George. 
"  It  mil  put  ]Mr.  Godolphin  out  terribly.  I  wish  there 
had  been  any  means  of  keeping  it  from  him :   but,  now 
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tliat  Lord  Averil  has  mentioned  the  bonds  to  him,  there 
are  none.  I  shall  get  the  blame.  He  will  think  I  have 
not  kept  the  keys  securely." 

"  But  you  have,  sir,  have  you  not  ?" 

*'  For  all  I  know  I  have,"  replied  George,  assuming  a 
carelessness  as  to  the  point,  of  which  he  had  not  been 
guilty.  "  Allowing  that  I  had  not,  for  argument's  sake, 
what  dishonest  person  can  we  have  about  us,  Hurde, 
who  would  use  the  advantage  to  his  own  profit  ?" 

Mr.  Hurde  began  calling  over  the  list  of  clerks,  pre- 
paratory to  considering  w^hether  a  hole  could  be  detected 
in  any  of  their  coats.  He  was  engaged  in  this  mental 
process,  when  a  clerk  interrupted  them,  to  say  that  a 
geu,tleman  was  asking  to  see  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 

George  looked  up  sharply.  The  applicant,  however, 
was  not  Lord  Averil,  and  anybody  else  would  be  more 
tolerable  to  him  on  that  day  than  his  lordship;  Mr. 
Godolphin,  perhaps,  excepted.  As  the  old  clerk  was  vdih- 
drawing  to  give  place  to  the  visitor,  George  caught  sight, 
through  the  open  door,  of  Mr.  Godolj)hin  entering  the 
office.  An  impulse  to  throw  the  disclosure  off  his  ovm. 
shoulders,  prompted  him  to  hasten  after  Mr.  Hurde. 

"  Hm'de,"  he  whispered,  catching  his  arm,  "  you  may 
as  w^ell  make  the  communication  to  Mr.  Godolphin. 
He  ought  to  know  it  at  once,  and  I  may  be  engas'ed 
some  time." 

So  George  remained  shut  up,  and  the  old  clerk 
followed  Thomas  Godolphin  to  his  private  room.  Mr. 
Godolphin  felt  well  that  morning,  and  had  come 
unusually  early:  possibly  lest  there  should  be  any 
further  blundering  over  Lord  Averil's  bonds.  He 
looked  somewhat  surprised  to  see  the  old  clerk  approach- 
ing him  with  a  long  face  and  mysterious  look. 

''  Do  you  want  me,  Hurde  ?" 

X  2 
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"Mr.  George  has  desired  me  to  speak  to  yon,  sir, 
about  those  bonds  of  Lord  Averil's.  To  make  an  un- 
pleasant communication,  in  fact.  He  is  engaged 
himself,  just  now.     He  says  he  can't  find  them." 

"  They  are  in  the  strong-room,  in  Lord  Averil's  case^'" 
replied  Mr.  Godolphin. 

"  He  says  they  are  not  there,  sir ;  that  he  can't  find 
them." 

"  But  they  are  there,"  returned  Thomas.  "  They 
have  not  been  moved  out  of  the  box  since  they  were 
first  placed  in  it." 

He  spoke  quietly  as  he  ever  did,  but  very  firmly^ 
almost  as  if  he  Avere  disputing  the  point,  or  had  been 
prepared  to  dispute  it.  Mr.  Hurde  resumed  after  some 
deliberation:  he  was  a  deliberate  man  always,  both  in 
temperament  and  speech. 

"  What  Mr.  George  says,  is  this,  sir.  That  when  yon 
were  in  London  Lord  Averil  asked  for  his  bonds.  Mr. 
George  looked  for  them,  and  found  they  were  not 
in  the  box;  and  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  you 
had  moved  them.  The  affair  escaped  his  memory,  he 
says,  until  last  night,  when  he  was  asked  for  them 
again.  He  has  been  searching  the  box  this  morning,, 
but  cannot  find  the  bonds  in  it." 

"  They  must  be  there,"  observed  Thomas  Godolphin. 
"  If  George  has  not  moved  them,  I  have  not.  He  has 
a  knack  of  overlooking  things." 

"  I  said  so  to  him,  sir,  just  now.     He " 

"Do  you  say  he  is  engaged?"  interrupted  Thomas 
Godolphin. 

"  The  secretary  of  the  railway  company  is  with  him^ 
sir.  I  suppose  he  has  come  about  that  loan.  I  think 
the  bonds  can't  be  anywhere  but  in  the  box,  sir.  I  told 
Mr.  George  so." 
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•"  Let  me  know  wlien  lie  is  disengaged,"  said  Thomas 
Godolphin.     And  IMr.  Hurde  \yent  out. 

George  Godolphin  was  disengaged  then.  Mr.  Hurde 
j5aw  the  gentleman,  whom  he  had  called  the  railway 
company's  secretary,  departing.  The  next  minute 
George  Godolphin  came  out  of  his  room. 

"Have  you  mentioned  that  to  my  brother?"  he  asked 
of  Hurde. 

"  I  have,  sir.  Mr.  Godolphin  thinks  that  you  must 
?oe  mistaken." 

George  went  in  to  his  brother,  shook  hands,  and  said 
.he  was  glad  to  see  him  so  early.  ''  It  is  a  strange  thing 
xibout  these  bonds,"  he  continued,  not  giving  Thomas 
.time  to  speak. 

"  You  have  overlooked  them,"  said  Thomas.  "  Bring 
me  the  keys,  and  I  will  go  and  get  them." 

*'  I  assure  you  they  are  not  there." 

"  They  must  be  there,  George.  Bring  me  tlie 
keys." 

George  Godolphin  produced  the  key  of  the  strong- 
Toom  and  of  the  safe,  and  Lord  Averil's  box  was 
-examined  by  Thomas  Godolphin.  The  bonds  in  question 
were  not  in  it :  and  Thomas,  had  he  missed  himself, 
<*ould  scarcely  have  been  more  completely  astonished. 

"George,  you  must  have  moved  them,"  were  the 
.first  words  he  spoke. 

^'Xot  I,"  said  George,  lightly.  "Where  should  I 
move  them  to  ?" 

"  But  no  one  has  the  power  to  get  into  that  room, 
or  to  penetrate  to  the  safe  and  the  box  after  it,  except 
jou  and  myself,"  urged  Mr.  Godolphin.  "Unless, 
indeed,  you  have  allowed  the  keys  to  stray." 

"  I  have  not  done  that,"  answered  George.  "  This 
.seems  to  be  perfectly  unaccountable." 
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"  How  came  you  to  tell  Averil  last  niglit  tliat  tlie 
bonds  had  gone  to  London  ?" 

"  Well,  the  fact  is,  I  did  not  know  what  to  tell  him," 
replied  George.  "  When  I  first  missed  the  bonds,  when 
you  were  in  London " 

"  Why  did  you  not  let  me  know  then  that  they  were 
missing  ?"  was  the  interruption. 

"  I  forgot  it  when  you  came  home." 

"But  you  should  not  have  allowed  yourself  the 
j)0ssibility  of  forgetting  a  thing  like  that,"  remonstrated 
Thomas.  "  Upon  missing  deeds  of  that  value,  or  in  fact 
of  any  value  however  slight,  you  should  have  commu- 
nicated with  me  the  same  hour.  George,"  he  added, 
after  a  pause,  which  George  did  not  break,  **  I  cannot 
understand  how  it  was  that  you  did  not  see  the  necessity 
of  it  yourself." 

George  Godolphin  was  running  his  hand  through  his 
hair — in  an  absent  manner,  lost  in  thought;  in — as 
might  be  conjectured — the  contemplation  of  the  past 
time  referred  to.  "  How  was  I  to  think  anything  but 
that  you  had  moved  the  deeds  ?"  he  said. 

"  At  all  events,  you  should  have  ascertained.  VHiy, 
George,  were  I  to  miss  deeds  that  I  believed  to  be  in  a 
given  place,  I  could  not  rest  a  night  without  inquiring 
after  them.  1  might  assume — and  there  might  be  every 
probability  for  it — that  you  had  moved  them  ;  but  my 
sleep  would  be  spoilt  until  I  ascertained  the  fact." 

George  made  no  reply.  I  wonder  where  he  was 
wishing  himself!     Mr.  Godolphin  resumed. 

"  In  this  instance,  I  do  not  see  how  you  could  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  I  had  touched  the  bonds. 
Where  did  you  think  I  was  likely  to  move  them  to  ?" 

George  could  not  tell — and  said  so.  It  was  not 
impossible  but  Thomas  might  have  sent  them  to  town 
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— or  have  handed  them  back  to  Lord  Averil,  he  con- 
tinued to  murmur,  in  a  somewhat  confused  manner. 
Thomas  looked  at  him ;  he  could  scarcely  make  him 
out ;    but  supposed  the  loss  had  affected  his  equanimity. 

"Had  you  regarded  it  dispassionately,  George,  I  think 
you  would  have  seen  it  in  a  more  serious  light.  I 
should  not  be  likely  to  move  the  bonds  to  a  different 
place  of  keeping,  without  your  cognizance ;  and  as  to 
returning  them  to  Lord  Averil,  the  transaction  would 
have  appeared  in  the  books." 

''I  am  sorry  I  forgot  to  mention  it  to  you,"  said 
George. 

"  That  you  could  have  forgotten  it,  and  continued  to 
forget  it  until  now,  passes  all  belief.  Has  there  never 
been  a  moment  at  any  time,  George,  in  this  last  month 
that  it  has  recurred  to  your  memory." 

"  Well,  perhaps  there  may  have  been ;  just  a  casual 
thought,"  acknowledged  George.     **  I  can't  be  sure." 

"  And  yet  you  did  not  speak  to  me  ?" 

"  In  your  present  state  of  health,  I  was  willing  to 
spare  you  unnecessary  anxiety — — " 

"  Stay,  George.  If  you  really  assumed  that  I  had 
moved  the  deeds,  the  asking  me  the  question  could  not 
have  been  productive  of  anxiety.  If  any  such  fear,  as 
that  the  deeds  w^ere  missing  without  my  agency,  only 
crossed  your  mind  as  a  speculative  suggestion,  it  was 
your  bounden  duty  to  acquaint  me." 

*^I  wish  I  could  have  dealt  with  the  matter  now 
without  acquainting  you,"  retm-ned  George.  *'  Did  not 
the  London  doctors  warn  you  that  repose  of  mind  was, 
to  you,  essential  ?" 

"  George,"  was  the  impressive  answer,  and  Thomas 
laid  his  hand  upon  his  brother's  arm  as  he  spoke  it, 
"  so  long  as  I  pretend  to  transact  business,  to  come  to 
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this  bank,  and  sit  here,  its  master,  so  long  do  I  desire 
and  request  to  be  counted  equal  to  discharge  its  duties 
efficiently.  When  I  can  no  longer  do  that,  I  will  with- 
draw from  it.  Never  again  suffer  my  state  of  health  to 
be  a  plea  for  keeping  matters  from  me,  however  annoy- 
ing or  complicated  they  may  be." 

Thomas  Godolphin  spent  half  that  day  looking  into 
other  strong  boxes,  lest  perchance  the  missing  deeds 
should  have  got  into  any — though  he  did  not  see  how 
that  could  be.  They  could  not  be  found ;  but,  neither 
did  any  other  paper  of  consequence,  so  far  as  could  be 
discovered,  apj)ear  to  have  gone.  Thomas  could  not 
account  for  the  loss  in  any  Avay,  or  conjecture  why  it 
should  have  occurred,  or  who  had  taken  the  bonds.  It 
was  made  known  in  the  bank  that  a  packet  of  deeds 
was  missing  ;  but  full  particulars  were  not  given. 

There  were  no  certain  data  to  go  upon  as  to  the  time 
of  the  loss.  George  Godolphin  stated  that  he  had 
missed  them  a  month  ago ;  Thomas,  when  visiting  Lord 
Averil's  box  for  some  pm-pose  about  four  months  ago, 
had  seen  the  deeds  there,  secure.  They  must  have  dis- 
appeared between  those  periods.  The  mystery  was — 
how  ?  The  clerks  could  not  get  to  the  strong-room  and 
to  the  safes  and  cases  in  it,  unless  by  some  strange 
accident ;  by  some  most  unaccountable  neglect.  Very 
great  neglect  it  would  have  been,  to  allow  them  the 
opportunity  of  getting  to  one  key ;  but  to  obtain  the 
three  or  four,  necessary  before  those  deeds  could  have 
been  taken,  and  to  obtain  them  undiscovered,  was  next 
door  to  an  impossibility.  The  internal  arrangements  in 
the  house  of  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin  were  of 
a  stringent  nature :  Su-  George  Godolphin  had  been  a 
most  particular  man  in  business.  Conjecture  upon  con- 
jecture was  hazarded;    theory  after  theory  discussed. 
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When  Mr.  Hurde  found  the  deeds  were  really  gone,  his 
amazement  was  excessive,  his  trouble  gi-eat.  George, 
as  soon  as  he  could,  stole  away  from  the  discussion. 
He  had  got  over  his  part,  better  perhaps  than  he  had 
expected :  all  that  remained  now,  was  to  make  the  best 
of  the  loss — and  to  institute  a  search  for  the  deeds. 

"  I  can't  call  to  mind  a  single  one  that  would  do  it, 
or  that  would  be  likely  to  do  it,"  remarked  Mr.  Hurde 
to  his  master. 

"Of  whom?" 

"  Of  the  clerks  in  the  house,  sir.  But,  one  of  them, 
it  must  have  been." 

"  A  stranger  it  could  not  have  been,"  replied  Thomas 
Godolpliin.  *'  Had  a  midnight  plunderer  got  into  the 
bank,  he  would  not  have  contented  himself  with  one 
packet  of  deeds." 

"  Whoever  took  them,  sir,  took  them  to  make  money 
upon  them.  There's  not  a  doubt  of  that.  I  wonder — 
I  wonder " 

^*  What  ?"  asked  Mr.  Godolphin. 

"I  wonder — I  have  often  wondered,  sir — whether 
Layton  does  not  live  above  his  income.     If  so " 

"  Hurde,"  said  Thomas  Godolphin,  gravely,  "  I  be- 
lieve Layton  to  be  as  honest  as  you  or  I." 

"  Well — I  have  always  thought  him  so,  or  I  should 
pretty  soon  have  spoken.  But,  sir,  the  deeds  must 
have  gone  somehow,  by  somebody's  hands :  and  Layton 
is  the  least  unlikely.  I  see  him  on  a  Sunday  driving 
his  new  wife  out  in  a  gig.  She  plays  the  piano, 
too  !" 

How  these  items  in  the  domestic  economy  of  tlie 
clerk,  Layton,  could  bear  upon  the  loss  of  the  deeds, 
especially  the  latter  item,  Mr.  Hurde  did  not  further 
explain.     He  was  of  the  old  school,  seeing  no  good  in 
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gigs,  still  less  in  pianos ;  and  lie  determined  to  look  a 
little  after  Mr.  Layton. 

Thomas  Godolphin,  straightforward  and  honourable, 
imparted  to  Lord  Averil  the  fact  of  the  deeds  being 
missing.  Whether  he  would  have  revealed  it  to  a  less 
intimate  client  at  this  early  stage  of  the  affair,  might  be 
a  matter  of  speculation.  The  house  would  not  yet  call 
them  lost,  he  said  to  Lord  Averil :  it  trusted,  by  some 
fortunate  accident,  to  put  its  hands  upon  them,  in  some 
corner  pigeon-hole.  Lord  Averil  received  the  commu- 
nication with  courteous  friendliness:  he  thought  it 
must  prove  that  they  had  only  been  mislaid,  and  he 
hoped  they  would  be  found.  Both  gentlemen  hoped 
that  sincerely.  The  value  was  about  sixteen  thousand 
pounds :  too  much  for  either  of  them  to  lose  with 
equanimity. 

"  George  must  have  known  of  this  when  I  asked  him 
for  the  deeds  a  month  ago,"  observed  Lord  Averil. 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  Thomas  Godolphin.  "  It  was 
your  asking  for  the  deeds  which  caused  him  to  visit  the 
box  for  them,  and  he  then  found  they  were  gone." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right.  But  I  remember  thinking 
his  manner  peculiar." 

"  How  '  peculiar '?  "  inquired  Thomas. 

"  Hesitating :  uncertain.  He  appeared  at  first  not  to 
know  what  I  meant  in  asking  for  the  deeds.  Since  you 
spoke  to  me  of  the  loss,  it  struck  me  as  accounting  for 
George's  manner — that  he  did  not  like  to  tell  me  of  it." 

"He  could  not  have  known  of  it  then,"  repeated 
Thomas  GodoljDhin. 

As  this  concluding  part  of  the  conversation  took 
place,  they  were  coming  out  of  the  room.  Isaac 
Hastings  was  passing  along  the  passage,  and  heard  a 
loortion  of  it. 
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"  Are  they  deeds  of  Lord  Averil's  that  are  missing  ?" 
he  inquired  confidentially  of  Mr.  Hurde,  later  in  the 
day. 

The  old  clerk  nodded  an  affirmative.  "But  you 
need  not  proclaim  it  there,"  he  added,  by  way  of 
caution,  glancing  sideways  at  the  clerks. 

•'  Do  you  suppose  I  should  ?"  returned  Isaac  Hastings. 
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CHAPTEK  XV. 

A  EED-LETTER  DAY  FOR  MRS.  BOND. 

The  fragTant  scent  of  tlie  new-mown  hay  pervaded  the 
atmosphere  around  Prior's  Ash.  A  backward,  cold 
spring  it  had  been  until  the  middle  of  April,  and  wise- 
acres said  how  late  the  crops  would  be.  But  then  the 
weather  had  burst  into  the  warmth  of  summer,  vegeta- 
tion came  on  all  the  more  rapidly  for  its  previous  tardi- 
ness, and  the  crops  turned  out  to  be  ready  early,  instead 
of  late. 

Never  a  more  lovely  day  gladdened  the  world  than 
that  particular  day  in  June.  Maria  Godolphin,  holding 
Miss  Meta  by  the  hand,  walked  along  under  the  shady 
iield-hedge,  all  glorious  with  its  clusters  of  wild  roses. 
The  field  was  covered  with  hay,  now  being  piled  into 
•cocks  by  the  haymakers,  and  Meta  darted  ever  and 
anon  from  her  mother's  side,  to  afford  the  valuable  aid 
of  her  tiny  hands.  Meta  would  have  enjoyed  a  roil  on 
the  hay  with  the  most  intense  delight:  but  unfortu- 
nately Meta  was  in  the  full  grandeur  of  visiting  atth-e  ; 
not  in  simple  hay-field  undress.  Had  you  asked  Meta, 
she  would  have  told  you  she  had  on  her  "  best  things." 
Things  too  good  to  be  allowed  to  come  to  grief  amidst 
the  hay.     Maria  soothed  the  disappointment  by  a  pro- 
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mise  for  tlie  morrow.  Meta  should  come  in  lier  brown 
holland  dress  witli  Margery,  and  roll  about  as  much 
as  she  pleased.  Children  are  easily  satisfied,  and  Meta 
paced  on  soberly  under  the  promise,  only  giving 
covetous  glances  to  the  hay.  With  all  her  impulsive 
gaiety,  her  laughter  and  defiance  of  Margery,  she  was 
by  nature  a  most  gentle  child,  easily  led. 

Maria  was  on  her  way  to  call  at  Lady  Godolphin's 
Folly ;  and  thence  at  Ashlydyat.  Maria  was  not 
given  to  the  custom  of  making  morning  calls :  she 
deemed  it  a  veiy  unsatisfactory  waste  of  time.  Con- 
venient no  doubt  for  gossips,  but  a  sad  clog  on  the 
serious  business  of  life.  She  made  them  now  and  then  ; 
just  enough  to  save  her  credit,  and  that  was  all.  Mrs. 
Pain  had  honoured  Maria  wdth  about  fifteen  visits,  and 
Maria  was  now  going  to  return  the  lot  in  one.  Kobody 
could  say  Charlotte  made  a  business  of  ceremony ;  she 
would  run  in  and  out  of  people's  houses,  as  the  whim 
took  her,  every  day  in  the  week  sometimes,  and  of 
Maria's  amidst  the  rest.  Of  late,  she  had  called  more 
frequently  on  Maria  than  usual :  and  Maria,  her  con- 
science weighty  with  the  obligation,  at  last  set  out  to 
return  it. 

But  she  had  not  dressed  for  it — as  some  people  would 
count  di-ess,  Charlotte  herself,  for  instance.  Charlotte 
would  arrive,  splendid  as  the  sun  ;  not  a  colour  of  the 
rainbow  came  amiss  to  her ;  a  green  dress  one  day,  a 
violet  another,  a  crimson  a  third,  and  so  on.  Dresses 
with  flounces  and  furbelows;  jackets  interlaced  with 
gold  and  silver;  brimless  hats  surmounted  by  bolt- 
upright  plumes.  All  that  Charlotte  wore  was  good,  so 
far  as  cost  went :  so  far  as  taste  went,  opinions  differed. 
Maria  had  inherited  the  taste  of  her  mother :  she  could 
not  have  heewftne  had  you  bribed  her  with  gold.     §he 
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wore  to-day  a  pale  dress  of  watered  silk ;  a  beautiful 
Cashmere  shawl  of  thin  texture,  and  a  white  bonnet : 
all  plain  and  quiet,  as  befitted  a  lady.  The  charming  ^ 
day  had  induced  her  to  walk ;  and  the  faint  perfume  of 
the  hay,  wafting  over  the  streets  of  Prior's  Ash,  had 
allured  her  to  choose  the  field  way.  The  longest  way, 
but  infinitely  the  pleasantest. 

It  took  her  past  those  tenements  called  familiarly  the 
Pollard  cottages :  in  one  of  which  lived  troublesome 
Mrs.  Bond.  All  the  inmates  of  these  cottasres  were 
known  well  to  Maria :  she  had  been  familiar  with  some 
of  them  from  childhood :  the  rector  of  All  Souls'  was 
wont  to  say  that  he  had  more  trouble  with  the  Pollard 
cottages  than  with  all  the  rest  of  his  parish.  For  one 
thing,  sickness  was  often  prevalent  in  them  ;  sometimes 
death ;  and  sickness  and  death  give  trouble  and  anxiety 
to  a  conscientious  pastor. 

"  Mamma,  you  going  to  see  old  Susan  to-day  ?"  chat- 
tered Meta,  as  they  approached  the  cottages. 

"  Not  to-day,  Meta.  I  am  going  straight  on  to  Mrs. 
Pain's." 

Meta,  who  was  troubled  with  no  qualms  on  the  score 
of  ceremony  herself,  perceiving  one  of  the  doors  open, 
darted  suddenly  inside  it.  Meta  was  rather  in  the 
habit  of  darting  inside  any  open  door  that  it  took  her 
fancy  so  to  do.  Maria  walked  on  a  few  steps,  and  then 
turned  and  waited :  but  the  little  truant  did  not  appear 
to  be  in  a  hurry  to  come  out,  and  she  went  back  and 
followed  her  in. 

A  lady  in  a  rusty  black  stuff  gown  covered  with  snuff, 
her  dirty  cap  all  a^vry  and  her  face  somewhat  flushed, 
was  seated  in  state  before  a  round  deal  table,  doing 
nothing  ;  save  contemplating  certain  articles  that  were 
on  the  table,  with  a  remarkably  gi-atified  expression  of 
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countenance.  The  lady  was  Mrs.  Bond :  and  this,  as 
Maria  was  soon  to  hear,  had  been  a  decidedly  red-letter 
day  with  her.  On  the  table — and  it  was  this  which 
appeared  to  be  fascinating  the  attention  of  Meta,  for  the 
child  seemed  glued  to  it — was  a  large  wicker  cage  con- 
taining a  parrot,  a  small  parrot  with  a  plumage  as  fine 
as  Mrs.  Charlotte  Pain's,  and  an  angry-looking  tuft  on 
the  head,  not  unlike  her  hat's  tuft  of  feathers.  Mrs. 
Bond's  attention  appeared  not  to  be  so  much  absorbed 
by  the  parrot  and  cage,  as  by  a  green  medicine  bottle, 
containing  some  clear-looking  liquid,  and  a  teacup 
without  a  handle.  These  two  latter  articles  were  stand- 
ing immediately  before  her. 

Two  or  three  years  ago,  Mrs.  Bond's  eldest  daughter, 
Peggy,  a  damsel  who  had  not  borne  the  brightest  of 
characters  for  sober  steadiness,  had  been  taken  out  to 
Australia  by  a  family  to  whom  she  engaged  herself  as 
nurse-girl.  After  sundry  vicissitudes  in  that  country — 
which  she  duly  chronicled  home  to  her  mother,  and 
that  lady  was  wont  to  relate  m  convivial  moments,  over 
tea  or  any  other  social  beverage — Peggy  had  come  to 
an  anchor  by  marrying.  She  wrote  word  that  her  hus- 
band was  an  industrious  young  carpenter,  v>'ho  was 
making  his  fortune,  and  they  were  quite  at  ease  in  the 
world.  As  a  proof  of  the  latter  statement  she  had  sent 
over  a  parrot  to  her  mother  as  a  keepsake,  and  a  trifle 
of  money  ;  which  would  be  safely  deHvered  by  a  friend, 
who  was  going  the  home  voyage. 

The  friend  was  faithful.  He  had  arrived  on  liis  mis- 
sion that  very  morning  at  Mrs.  Bond's,  delivering  the 
parrot  uninjured  and  in  rude  health — if  his  capacity  for 
screaming  might  be  taken  as  a  criterion.  The  money 
turned  out  to  be  eleven  pounds  :  a  ten-pound  note,  and 
a  sovereign  in  gold.     Peggy  probably  knew  enough  of 
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her  motlier  to  be  certain  that  the  fii'st  outlay  made 
would  be  for  "something  comforting,"  and  this  may 
have  induced  her  to  add  a  sorereign,  in  some  faint  hope 
that  the  note  would  be  preserved  intact.  Mrs.  Bond 
had  the  sense  to  discern  this  motive  of  Peggy's,  and 
openly  spoke  of  it  to  Maria.  She  was  in  an  open  mood. 
In  point  of  fact  she  had  gone  right  off  to  Prior's  Ash 
and  changed  the  sovereign,  bringing  home  that  green 
bottle  full  of — comfort.  It  was  three  parts  empty  now, 
and  Mrs.  Bond,  in  consequence,  had  become  rather 
warm  in  the  face,  and  was  slipping  some  of  her  long 
words. 

"  But  you  will  not  think  of  changing  the  note,  will 
you  ?"  returned  Maria,  in  answer  to  what  Mrs.  Bond 
disclosed.  "How  useful  it  would  be  to  you  in  the 
vv^nter  for  clothing  and  fire — if  you  would  only  keep  it 
until  then !" 

"  So  it  'ould,"  responded  Mrs.  Bond. 

She  dived  into  her  pocket,  and  brought  forth  the 
note  and  a  handM  of  silver,  all  lying  there  loose  amidst 
a  miscellaneous  collection.  "Don't  it  look  pretty!'* 
cried  she. 

"  Very,"  said  Maria,  not  certain  whether  she  alluded 
to  the  parrot,  or  the  money,  for  Mrs.  Bond's  eyes  were 
not  remarkably  direct  in  their  glances  just  then.  "  Too 
pretty  to  spend,"  she  added,  in  reference  to  the  note. 
"  You  had  better  give  it  to  papa,  Mrs.  Bond,  and  let 
him  take  care  of  it  for  you." 

Mrs.  Bond  shook  her  head  at  this  proposition. 
"  Once  the  parson  gets  hold  on  any  little  bit  of  our 
money  to  keep,  he  ain't  free  to  give  it  up  again,"  she 
objected.  "  *  Keep  it  for  this,'  says  he,  or  *  keep  it  for 
that ;'  and  it  ends  in  its  being  laid  out  as  he  likes,  not 
as  us  do." 


A   EED-LETTER   DAY   FOR   MRS.  BOND.  198 

"  As  you  please,  of  course,"  rejoined  Maria.  "  I  only 
tiiought  it  a  pity  you  should  not  derive  some  real 
benefit  from  this  money.  If  you  keep  it  yourself  you 
may  be  induced  to  change  it,  and  then  it  would 
dwindle  away  in  trifles,  and  do  you  no  good." 

"That  it  'ould!"  acknowledged  Mrs.  Bond.  "I've 
a'most  a  mind  to  let  it  be  took  care  on,  after  all.  If 
'twas  anybody  but  the  rector!" 

"  Shall  I  keep  it  for  you  ?"  asked  Maria. 

*'  Well  now,  'ould  you,  ma'am  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  will.     If  you  please.'* 

Mrs.  Bond  detached  the  note  from  the  silver  and 
other  articles  which  she  had  brought  up  indiscriminately 
from  her  pocket.  They  lay  in  her  capacious  lap,  and 
appeared  to  afford  food  for  gratification  to  Meta,  who 
had  come  round  from  the  parrot  to  look  at  them.  A 
brass  thimble,  a  damp  blue-bag,  some  halfpence,  a 
recipe  for  curing  corns,  a  piece  of  ginger,  and  the  end 
of  a  tallow-candle  with  a  long  snuff  being  amongst  the 
items. 

"  You'll  promise  to  let  me  have  it  back  if  I  asks  for 
it  ?"  cried  she,  clutching  the  note  tight  in  her  hand,  and 
waiting  for  Maria's  promise  before  she  would  surrender  it. 

"  Certainly  I  will.  Whenever  you  wish  for  it,  you 
shall  have  it.  Only,"  Maria  added,  smiling,  "  if  you 
ask  for  it  too  soon,  I  shall  beg  you  still  to  let  me  keep  it 
on.  Don't  you  remember  how  sadly  off  you  were  last 
mnter?  Just  think  what  a  ten-pound  note  w^ould  have 
done  for  you  then,  Mrs.  Bond  !" 

"Lawks,  ay!  It  'ud  a  got  me  through  the  cold 
beautiful." 

"  And  I  hope  you  wiU  let  this  get  you  through  next 
year's  cold,"  returned  Maria,  putting  the  note  in  her 
purse. 

VOL.   II.  0 
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"  Ay,  sure  !"     But  now,  ain't  it  kind  o'  Peggy  !" 

"Yes.  It  is  deliglitful  to  hear  tliat  she  is  so  well 
settled  at  last." 

"  I've  been  a  drinking  her  health,  and  better  luck 
still,"  said  Mrs.  Bond,  taking  the  cork  out  of  the  bottle, 
and  pouring  out  the  half  of  its  remaining  contents. 
"  'Ould  ye  just  take  a  drain,  ma'am  ?" 

''  aSo,  thank  you,"  replied  Maria.  "  I  don't  like  the 
smeU  of  it." 

"  No !"  returned  Mrs.  Bond,  who,  truth  to  say,  but 
for  the  "  drains  "  she  had  taken  lierself,  and  wliich  had 
tended  slightly  to  muddle  her  perceptions,  would  noYer 
have  thought  of  proffering  the  iuYitation.  "  Not  like 
the  smell !     It  were  tenpence  the  half-pint." 

Maria  took  the  child's  hand.  Meta  gave  it  re- 
luctantly :  that  new  sight,  the  parrot,  possessing  at- 
traction for  her.  "Ill  come  again  and  see  it  to- 
morrow," said  she  to  Mrs.  Bond.  "I'll  come  with 
Margery.     I  am  coming  to  play  in  the  hayfield." 

"Ay,''  returned  Mrs.  Bond.  "Ain't  it  pretty!  It's 
the  best  Old  Tom." 

She  was  evidently  getting  a  little  indisposed  in  the 
intellects.  Had  Maria  been  a  strong-minded  district 
visitor,  given  to  reforming  the  evils  of  the  parish,  she 
might  have  read  IMi'S.  Bond  a  lecture  on  sobriety,  and 
walked  off  with  the  bottle.  Mrs.  Bond  and  such 
medicine-bottles  had  however  been  too  long  and  well 
acquainted  with  each  other,  to  admit  any  hope  of  their 
effectual  parting  now  :  and  the  last  thing  Maria  caught, 
as  she  glanced  back,  was  a  vision  of  that  lady's  head 
thrown  back,  the  inverted  teacup  on  her  lips. 

"  The  note  would  have  been  changed  before  the  vreek 
was  out !"  was  Maria's  mental  comment. 

Without     further     adventure,    she     reached    Lady 
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Godolpliin's  Folly.  Charlotte  had  visitors.  A  country 
squire's  mfe  with  her  t^YO  daughters  had  come  for  a  few 
days  from  their  sober  residence  at  a  few  miles'  distance 
to  the  attractions  of  the  Folly.  Chariot^  ~  '^ould  make 
it  attractive  when  she  liked ;  and  invitations  to  it  were 
in  demand — whicli  has  been  previously  remarked.  If 
people  did  think  ]\Irs.  Pain  somewhat  "fast"  in  her 
manners,  she  was  no  faster  than  some  others.  And  it 
is  said  to  be  the  fasliion,  you  know. 

Charlotte 'was  in  one  of  her  pleasantest  moods,  and 
Maria  had  rarely  seen  her  look  so  well.  She  wore  a 
morning-dress  of  pink  spotted  muslin,  made  simpl}^, 
and  confined  at  the  Avaist  by  a  band.  Her  hair  was 
di'essed  simply  also,  brought  rather  low  on  her  cheeks 
and  rolled :  even  Margery  could  not  have  found  fault 
with  her  looks  that  morning. 

Or  with  her  manner,  either.  She  regaled  Meta  with 
strawberries;  and  w^hen  they  were  finished,  caught 
her  up  in  her  arms  and  carried  her  out  by  the  glass 
door. 

" Do  not  keep  her  long,  Mrs.  Pain,"  said  Maria.  "I 
must  be  going." 

"  Where  is  your  hurry  ?"  asked  Charlotte. 
"  I  am  going  on  to  Ashlydyat." 

Charlotte  departed  with  Meta,  and  Maria  continued 
with  the  ladies,  Charlotte's  guests.  They  had  been 
talking  a  few  minutes,  when  loud  screams  of  terror  from 
Meta  alarmed  their  ears.  Maria  hastened  out  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound,  her  cheeks  and  lips  alike 
blanched. 

She  came  upon  them — Charlotte  and  the  child — in 
that  secluded,  lovely  spot  amidst  the  grove  of  trees, 
where  Charlotte  Pain — and  you  saw  her — had  held  an 
interview  with  her  future  husband,  Piodolf,  on  George 
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Godolpliin's  wedding-day.  Charlotte  had  carried  the 
child  there,  and  set  her  on  the  mossy  turf,  and  called 
her  dogs  around.  She  had  done  it  thinking  to  give 
pleasure  to  the  child  :  but  Meta  was  of  a  timid  nature  ; 
she  was  not  used  to  dogs ;  and  upon  one  of  them  spring- 
ing on  her  with  a  bark,  "  all  for  play,"  as  Charlotte 
said,  her  fear  broke  forth  in  terrific  cries.  ^AHien 
Maria  reached  them,  Charlotte  had  caught  up  Meta  in 
her  arms,  and  was  kicking  the  dogs  off. 

Meta  sprung  from  Charlotte's  arms  to  her  mother's, 
with  a  great  cry.  Maria,  not  so  strongly-framed  as 
Charlotte,  could  not  hold  this  child  of  between  five  and 
six  at  her  ease,  but  was  fain  to  stagger  with  her  to  the 
garden  bench.  Meta  lay  in  her  lap,  clinging  to  her  and 
sobbing  convulsively. 

"  My  darling,  what  is  it  ?*  wliispered  INIaria.  "  What 
has  hurt  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  mamma,  send  them  away !  send  them  away !" 
cried  the  little  imploring  voice. 

"Would  you  be  so  kind  as  send  the  dogs  away, 
Mrs.  Pain  ?"  asked  Maria.  "  I  think  she  is  frightened 
at  them." 

"  I  know  she  is,  foolish  little  thing !"  answered 
Charlotte,  going  off  with  the  dogs.  Apparently  she 
disposed  of  them  somewhere,  for  she  was  back  the  next 
minute  without  them.  Maria  was  in  the  same  place, 
holding  her  child  to  her  heart. 

"  Mrs.  George  Godolphin,  don't  you  think  you  will 
have  to  answer  sometime  for  the  manner  in  which  you 
are  rearing  that  child  ?"  began  she,  gi-avely. 

*'In  what  way  ?"  returned  Maria.  ' 

"  You  are  bringing  her  up  to  be  as  timid  as  yourself." 

"Am  I  particularly  timid  ?" 

"You!    Why  you  know  you  are.     You  don't  ride; 
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you'd  not  drive  for  the  world ;  you  are  afraid  of 
dogs." 

"I  could  manage  to  ride  a  quiet  pony,"  said  Maria. 
"  As  to  dogs,  I  confess  that  I  am  a  little  afraid  of  them, 
if  they  are  rough." 

"  K  a  dog  only  barks,  you  call  it  '  rough,'  "  retorted 
Charlotte.  "  But  now,  what  has  been  the  fault  in  all 
this  ? — why,  your  defective  education.  Had  you  been 
reared  amongst  horses  and  dogs,  you  might  have  been 
as  bold  with  them  as  I  am.  And  you  are  bringing  up 
that  child  to  the  same  deficiencies." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  essential  that  a  child  should  be 
reared  amongst  horses  and  dogs,"  debated  3Iaria.  "  For 
myself,  I  am  naturally  timid,  and  I  do  not  think  any 
amount  of  use  would  entirely  overcome  it.  Meta  is  the 
same.  Althougli  she  seems  so  gay  and  laugliing,  she 
is  a  gentle,  timid  child  at  heart.  See  how  she  trembles 
still  !" 

"Yes,  I  see,  poor  little  dear!  It  is  not  her  fault. 
Meta,  pretty  one,  they  were  only  playing  with  you.  Do 
you  know  what  I  should  do,  were  the  child  mine  ?"  she 
resumed  to  Maria. 

"No.     What?" 

"  I  should  just  put  her  down  again,  and  call  the  dogs 
round  her,  and  let  her  battle  it  out  mth  them.  They 
would  not  hurt  her ;  there's  no  fear  of  that ;  and  it  would 
teach  her  to  overcome  the  fear." 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Pain !"  Maria  involuntarily  strained  her 
child  closer  to  her,  and  Meta,  who  had  heard  the  words, 
pushed  her  little  hot  face  of  distress  nearer  to  its 
shelter.  "It  might  send  her  into  such  a  state  of 
terror,  that  she  would  never  forget  it.  She  would  be 
frightened  at  dogs  for  her  life.  That  is  not  the  way  to 
treat  children,  indeed,  Mrs.  Pain  !" 
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"  It  is  the  way  I  sliould  treat  mine,  if  I  had  any :  the 
way  to  make  them  grow  up  brave,  and  not  little 
cowards.  It  is  the  way  I  should  have  Meta  treated,  for 
her  own  sake,  had  I  any  inflnence  over  her." 

Perhaps  Maria  felt  thankful  that  Charlotte  had  not. 
But  she  could  not  admit  that  Meta  had  shown  undue 
timidity  in  this  instance.  "Most  children  would  be 
frightened,  i\lrs.  Pain,  at  being  surrounded  suddenly  by 
a  crowd  of  barking  dogs." 

"  Granted — if  they  have  been  reared  as  Meta  has. 
I  wonder  Mr.  George  Godolphin  does  not  see  to  it." 

"  I  don't  think  he  would  Avish  her  to  be  too  bold  with 
dogs — or  brave,  as  you  would  caU  it,"  was  the  quiet 
reply  of  Maria.  ''  I  have  seen  her  play  with  one  little 
dog.  It  was  the  crowd  of  them,  the  noise,  that 
frightened  her." 

Meta  could  not  be  coaxed  down  again.  Maria  was 
not  strong  enough  to  carry  her  to  the  house,  so 
Charlotte  took  her  up  in  her  arms.  But  the  child 
would  not  loose  her  hand  from  her  mother's,  and  Maria 
had  to  walk  along,  holchng  it. 

"  You  pretty  little  timid  goose  !"  cried  Charlotte,  kiss- 
ing her.  "  Whatever  would  you  do  if  you  were  to  lose 
your  mamma  ?" 

"  It  would  be  a  calamity,  would  it  not,  Meta  ?"  said 
Maria,  speaking  in  a  half-joking  tone ;  and  Charlotte 
answered  in  the  same  light  spirit. 

"  A  calamity  in  one  sense,  of  course.  But  she  might 
get  a  chance  then  of  having  a  little  of  the  rust  rubbed 
out  of  her." 

Maria  smiled,  a  smile  of  politeness.  "  What  do  you 
call  rust  ?"  she  asked. 

"  It  is  what  you  would  term  timidity :  I,  cowardice. 
Meta,  we  must  get  some  more  strawberries  after  this." 
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But  Meta  could  not  be  secliiced  to  strawberries.  The 
dogs  had  terrified  her  too  effectually,  and  she  was  in 
bodily  dread  that  they  might  come  again.  Maria  said 
farewell,  and  led  her  away,  bending  her  steps  to  Ash- 
lydyat. 

She  found  the  Miss  Godolphins  alone.  Janet  was 
reading  some  serious  work;  Bessy  was  looking  over 
her  accounts  of  the  "clothing  fund"  of  Ail  Souls' 
parish;  Cecil  was  seated  near  the  window,  doing  no- 
thing, save  dreamingiy  gazing  out  of  it.  Quiet  and 
settled  they  all  looked,  until  Meta  arrived  to  upset  them. 
Meta,  an  intense  favourite,  was  allowed  to  upset  Ash- 
lydyat  as  she  pleased  :  to  do  anything  in  it  except  run 
into  the  unused  passages. 

Cecil  woke  out  of  her  reverie,  caught  hold  of  Meta  to 
run  away  with  her  and  take  her  things  off ;  now  she  was 
there,  she  must  stay  for  the  day ;  they  could  not  let  her 
depart  again.  Meta's  feet,  however,  were  rooted  to  the 
carpet,  until  she  had  asked  a  question :  "  Would  the 
dogs  come  to  her  ?" 

So  Maria  had  to  explain :  that  Meta  had  been 
frightened  by  Mrs.  Pain's  dogs.  Janet  gravely 
assured  her  that  the  dogs  would  not  come  to  Ash- 
lydyat,  and  Meta  allowed  herself  to  be  taken  possession 
of  by  Cecil,  introducing  the  subject  of  Mrs.  Bond's 
beautiful  parrot  and  its  large  cage  as  she  was  going 
away. 

'•'  We  have  heard  about  the  parrot,"  remarked  Bessy 
to  Maria.  "  Susan  Satcherly  hobbled  up  here  this 
morning,  and  mentioned  its  arrival.  Susan  hopes  it 
won't  scream  all  night  as  well  as  all  day :  she  can  hear 
it  next  door  as  plainly  as  though  the  parrot  were  pre- 
sent there.  A  ten-pound  note  has  come  also,  she  says. 
Which  I  am  almost  sorry  for,"  added  Bessy :  "  though 
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I  suppose  jMi'S.  Bond  would  think  me  terribly  ill-natured 
if  she  heard  me  say  so.  She  will  change  that  note  to- 
day, and  never  rest  until  the  last  shilling  of  it  shall  be 
spent." 

"  No,  she  will  not,"  returned  Maria,  laugliing,  and 
holding  out  the  note  in  triumph.  "  She  has  given  it  to 
me  to  keep  for  her." 

"  Never !"  exclaimed  Bessy,  in  surprise.  "  You  must 
have  exercised  some  sleight-of-hand,  Maria,  to  get  that !" 

jMaria  laughed.  "  She  was  in  an  unusually  tractable 
humour,  Bessy.  The  fact  is,  a  sovereign  had  arrived  as 
well  as  the  bank-note  ;  and,  that,  she  had  changed." 

Bessy  nodded  her  head.  She  knew  Mrs.  Bond  of 
old.  "I  understand,"  said  she.  "Was  she  very  bad, 
Maria?" 

"  No ;  not  then.  But  I  can't  say  what  she  may  be 
before  the  day  is  over.  She  pulled  a  handful  of  silver 
out  of  her  pocket." 

"  Now  mind,  Maria — don't  you  give  her  up  that  note, 
let  her  ask  for  it  ever  so,"  advised  Bessy.  "  Keep  it 
until  winter." 

"  If  I  can ;  if  she  will  allow  me,"  repHed  Maria. 
"  But  she  only  resigned  it  to  me  on  condition  that  I 
would  give  it  up  to  her  if  she  asked  for  it.  I  promised 
that  I  would." 

"  I  should  not ;  promise  or  no  promise,"  returned 
Bessy.  "The  keeping  it  would  be  for  her  good,  you 
know,  Maria." 

Maria  shook  her  head.  She  could  not  be  strong- 
minded,  as  Bessy  was,  acting  for  people's  good  against 
their  will ;  and  she  could  not  go  from  her  promise.  She 
returned  the  note  to  her  purse,  knowing  that  Mrs. 
Bond  would  get  it,  if  she  chose  to  demand  it. 

Maria  was  easily  persuaded  to  remain  for  the  day  at 
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Ashlydyat.  She  sat  at  the  window  in  the  height  of 
enjoyment.  It  was  enjoyment  to  Maria  Godolphin : 
the  sitting  in  idle  stillness  on  a  calm  summer's  day. 
The  lovely  flowers  of  Ashlydyat's  garden,  its  velvet 
lawns,  were  stretched  out  before  her ;  the  white  walls  of 
Lady  Godolphin's  Folly  rose  in  the  distance  ;  and  Maria 
sat  in  the  easy-chair  in  luxurious  listlessness,  her  fair 
white  hands  lying  in  her  lap.  Meta  was  away  some- 
where, fascinating  the  household,  and  all  was  rest.  Eest 
from  exertion,  rest  from  care.  The  time  came  when 
Maria  looked  back  on  that  day  of  peace  at  Ashlydyat : 
and  believed  it  must  have  been  heaven. 

Janet  sent  a  note  to  the  bank,  to  desire  George  to 
come  up  to  dinner  with  Thomas.  When  Thomas  arrived, 
however,  he  was  alone.  George  was  out,  therefore  the 
note  had  not  been  given  him.  They  supposed  he  would 
be  up  in  the  evening,  and  dined  without  him. 

But  the  evening  passed  on,  and  he  did  not  come. 
Thomas's  private  opinion  w^as  that  George  must  have 
remained  to  search  for  the  missing  deed.  Thomas  could 
not  be  easy  under  such  a  misfortune — as  it  might  in 
truth  be  called.  The  sum  was  by  far  too  weighty  a  one 
to  be  lost  with  equanimity.  And  that  was  not  all: 
there  was  the  unpleasant  uncertainty  with  regard  to  the 
disappearance.  Thomas  mentioned  the  matter  in  con- 
fidence amongst  them.  At  least,  to  Maria  and  Janet : 
the  other  two  had  gone  out  with  Meta.  Janet  observed 
that  he  appeared  absorbed  in  thought,  as  if  uneasy  at 
something ;  and  he  readily  acknowledged  that  he  had 
been  rendered  uneasy  by  a  circumstance  which  had 
occurred  during  the  day :  the  missing  of  some  deeds 
that  they  had  believed  to  be  in  safe  custody. 

"What  if  you  cannot  find  them,  Thomas?"  asked 
Janet. 
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"  Then  we  must  make  good  the  loss." 

'Qs  it  to  a  heavy  amount?" 

"Very." 

Janet  looked  startled.  Thomas's  grave  manner  did 
not  tend  to  reassure  her.  She  gave  utterance  to  some 
half-articulate  words. 

"  It  is  a  heavy  amount  as  a  loss,"  explained  Thomas. 
"  In  fact,  it  is  a  large  sum  in  itself.  It  would  cost  us 
over  sixteen  thousand  pounds  to  make  it  good." 

Janet  lifted  her  hands  in  dismay.  *'And  all  from 
the  loss  of  a  single  packet  of  deeds  !" 

"  Even  so." 

''  But  how  can  they  have  been  lost  ?" 

*•'  There  it  is,"  said  Thomas  Godolphin.  "  If  we 
could  tell  as  much  as  that,  it  would  be  some  satisfaction. 
We  cannot  imagine  how  or  when  they  were  lost. 
George  missed  them  a  month  ago,  but " 

"  xV  month  airo !  Did  Georo-e  miss  them  a  month 
ago  ?" 

It  was  Maria  who  interrupted,  eagerness  in  her 
manner  and  voice.  It  had  occurred  to  her  that  the 
fact  might  account  for  a  certain  restlessness,  an  anxiety 
in  George's  manner,  which  she  had  not  failed  to  remark 
in  it  of  late.  The  next  words  of  Thomas  Godolphin 
served  to  dissipate  the  illusion. 

"George  looked  for  the  deeds  a  month  ago.  Not 
finding  them  in  the  box,  he  concluded  that  I  had  moved 
them.  Therefore  we  cannot  be  said  to  have  known  of 
the  loss  until  to-day." 

^'  George  ought  to  have  asked  you,"  said  Janet. 

"Yes,  he  ought,"  acquiesced  Thomas.  But  it  was 
all  he  said. 

"  It  is  just  like  careless  George !"  exclaimed  Janet. 
"  Should  the  time  ever  come  that  he  is  sole  at  the  bank, 
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I  do  not  know  how  it  will  get  on !  To  whom  did  the 
deeds  belong,  Thomas  ?" 

"  To  Lord  xlv-eril." 

"  You  are  sm:e  you  had  them  ?'  asked  cautious  Janet. 

A  half  smile  crossed  Thomas  Godolphin's  lips.  "  Quite 
sure,  Janet.  You  understand,"  he  added,  looking  at 
them  both,  ''we  do  not  care  that  this  should  be  spoken 
of.  You  are  safe,  I  know,  Janet,  and  Maria  would 
most  likely  hear  it  from  George." 

Maria  had  been  buried  in  a  reverie.  "I  cannot  con- 
ceive how  it  is  possible  for  anything  to  have  been  lost 
from  the  strong-room,"  she  said,  lifting  her  head.  "  All 
about  us  are  trustworthy,  xind,  were  they  not,  there 
would  be  no  practicabiKty  of  theh  getting  to  the  safes 
in  the  strong-room." 

"  You  are  right,  Maria,"  said  Thomas.  **'  I  have 
thought  of  it  until  I  am  bewildered." 

Maria  seemed  to  be  getting  bewildered  also.  She 
was  thinking  of  it  in  its  every  aspect  and  bearing. 
Many  Kttle  back  incidents,  proving  that  her  husband 
was  ill  at  ease,  had  something  on  his  mind,  rushed  into 
her  memory.  She  had  not  thought  much  of  them 
before  :  but  they  grew  strangely  vivid  now.  The  missing 
of  deeds  of  this  value  would  amply  account  for  it. 

"  Thomas,"  said  she,  speaking  out  her  thoughts,  "  do 
you  not  think  George  must  have  feared  there  was  some- 
thing wrong,  when  he  missed  them  at  first  ?     I  do." 

"  Xo.     Why  do  you  think  it  ?" 

"  Because "  Maria  stopped.    It  suddenly  occurred 

to  her  that  it  might  not  be  quite  right  to  comment  upon 
her  husband's  manner,  what  it  had,  or  what  it  had  not 
been ;  that  he  might  not  like  her  to  do  it,  although  it 
was  only  to  his  brother  and  sister.  So  she  turned  it  off: 
speaking  any  indifferent  words  that  came  uppermost. 
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"It  is  curious,  missing  a  packet  of  deeds  of  that 
value  from  its  place,  that  he  should  not  have  feared  it 
might  be  missing  in  reality." 

"  The  very  fact  of  his  not  asking  me  about  it,  Maria, 
proves  that  no  suspicion  of  wrong  crossed  his  mind," 
was  the  comment  of  Thomas  Grodolphin.  "  He  supposed 
I  had  placed  it  elsewhere.' ' 

"  That's  just  like  George  !"  repeated  Janet.  "  Taking 
things  on  trust,  as  he  takes  people!  A  child  might 
deceive  him." 

"I  hope  we  shall  find  them  yet,"  said  Thomas  Go- 
dolphin. 

"  Does  Lord  Averil " 

IMiat  Janet  might  be  going  to  inquire  was  never 
known.  The  words  were  stopped  by  a  strange  noise, 
an  appalling  noise,  apparently  at  the  very  door  of  the 
room  they  were  sitting  in.  A  loud,  prolonged,  dis- 
cordant noise,  unlike  anything  they  had  ever  heard. 
Some  might  have  compared  it  to  the  shrieks  of  a  strong 
giant  in  his  agony;  some  to  the  hoarse  screams  of  a 
bird  of  prey.  But  it  was  unlike  either :  it  was  unhke 
anything  earthly. 

With  one  bound,  they  flew  to  the  hall,  on  which  the 
room  opened,  Maria  white  with  terror.  The  servants 
came  rushing  from  their  apartments,  and  stood  in  con- 
sternation. 

What  was  the  noise?  What  had  caused  it?  The 
questions  were  pouring  forth  from  all.  The  hall  was 
perfectly  empty,  save  for  the  startled  gazers ;  the  doors 
and  windows  had  been  closed.  Thomas  walked  to  the 
entrance  door  and  looked  beyond  it,  beyond  the  porch, 
but  nothing  was  there.  The  space  was  empty;  the 
evening  was  calm  and  still.  At  a  distance,  borne  on 
the  evening  air,  could  be  heard  the  merry  laughter  of 
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Meta,  playing  with  Bessy  and  Cecil.     Thomas  came  in 
and  closed  the  door  again. 

"  I  cannot  think  what  it  could  have  been !"  he  observed, 
speaking  generally. 

The  servants  were  ready  with  answering  remarks. 
One  had  thought  this  ;  one  had  thought  that ;  another 
something  else.  They  ranged  their  eyes  curiously  up 
and  around,  as  accurately  as  the  gi'owing  darkness 
would  permit.  Maria  had  laid  hold  of  Janet:  glad, 
perhaps,  that  it  was  too  dark  for  her  white  face  to  be 
discerned.  It  was  the  souyid  which  had  so  terrified 
her :  no  association  in  her  mind  was  connected  with  it  : 
and  it  was  the  sound  which  had  terrified  the  servants 
and  sent  their  faces  white.  They  had  never  heard  a 
sound  like  unto  it  in  all  theu'  lives. 

^'It  must  have  been  a  night  bird,  shrieking  as  he 
flew  over  the  house,"  observed  Mr.  Godolphin. 

But,  in  truth,  he  so  spoke  only  in  the  absence  of  any 
other  possible  assumption,  and  against  his  own  belief. 
No  bird  of  prey,  known  to  ornitholog}%  could  have 
made  that  noise,  even  had  he  been  inside  the  hall  to 
do  it.  Ten  birds  of  prey  could  not  have  made  it. 
Thomas,  like  the  rest,  felt  bewildered. 

The  servants  began  to  move  away.  There  was  nothing 
to  be  seen  in  the  dark  hall  more  than  usual ;  nothing  to 
be  heard.  As  the  last  one  disappeared,  Thomas  turned 
to  the  drawing-room  door,  and  held  it  open  for  his  sister 
and  Maria. 

At  that  moment,  at  that  very  moment  when  they  had 
gone  in  and  Thomas  was  following,  the  noise  came 
again.  Loud,  prolonged,  shrill,  unearthly!  What 
was  it  ?  Were  the  rafters  of  the  house  loosening  !  the 
walls  rending  asunder?  AYere  the  skies  opening  for 
the  crack  of  doom  ?     They  gathered  in  the  hall  again ; 
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master,  ladies,  servants;  and  stood  there,  motionless, 
appalled,  bewildered,  their  faces  whiter  than  before. 

Its  echoes  died  away  to  the  tune  of  shrieks.  Human 
shrieks  this  time,  and  not  unfamiliar.  One  of  the 
women-servants,  excited  beyond  repression,  had  fallen 
into  hysterics. 

But  whence  had  proceeded  that  noise  ?  \Miere  had 
been  its  centre  ?  Outside  the  house,  or  inside  the 
house? — in  its  walls,  in  its  passages,  in  its  hall? — 
where  ?  Its  sound  had  been  everywhere.  In  short, 
wdiat  had  caused  it  ?  what  had  it  been  ? 

They  could  not  tell.  It  was  a  problem  beyond 
human  philosophy  to  solve.  They  could  not  tell  then  ; 
they  could  not  tell  afterwards.  It  has  been  no  ideal 
scene  that  I  have  depicted,  as  I  could  call  upon  living 
witnesses  to  testify.  Witnesses  wdio  can  no  more 
account  for  those  unearthly  sounds  now,  than  they 
could  account  for  them  then. 
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CHAPTER  XYI. 

ISAAC   HASTIXGS   TURNS    TO   THINKING. 

The  revelation  to  Isaac  Hastings,  that  the  deeds,  miss- 
ing, belonged  to  Lord  Averil,  set  that  young  gentleman 
thinking.  Like  his  father,  like  his  sister  Grace,  he  was 
an  exceedingly  accurate  observer,  given  to  take  note  of 
passing  events.  He  had  keen  perception,  a  retentive 
memory  for  trifles,  great  powers  of  comparison  and 
concentration.  What  with  one  thing  and  another,  he 
had  been  a  little  puzzled  lately  by  Mr.  George  Godol- 
phin.  There  had  been  sundry  odds  and  ends  out  of 
the  common  to  be  detected  in  Mr.  George's  manner : 
not  patent  to  the  generality  of  j)eople,  who  are  mostly 
unobservant,  but  sufficiently  conspicuous  to  Isaac  Hast- 
ings. Anxiety  about  letters ;  trifles  in  the  every-day 
conduct  of  the  bank ;  one  little  circumstance,  touchiug 
a  delay  in  paying  some  money,  which  Isaac,  and  he 
alone,  had  become  accidentally  cognizant  of;  all  formed 
food  for  speculation.  There  had  been  the  somewhat 
doubtful  affair  of  George  Godolphin's  secret  journey  to 
London,  leaving  w^ord  with  his  wife  that  he  was  accom- 
panying Captain  St.  Aubyn  on  the  road  to  Portsmouth, 
which  had  travelled  to  the  knowledo'e  of  Isaac  throuo-h 
the  want  of  reticence  of  Charlotte  Pain.     More  than  all. 
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making  more  impression  upon  Isaac,  liad  been  the 
strange,  shrinking  fear  displayed  by  George,  that  Satm-- 
day  when  he  had  announced  Lord  Averil :  a  fear  suc- 
ceeded by  a  confusion  of  manner  that  proved  his  master 
must  for  the  moment  have  lost  his  presence  of  mind 
utterly.  Isaac  Hastings  had  announced  the  names  of 
other  gentlemen  that  day,  and  the  announcement, 
equally  with  themselves,  had  been  received  with  the 
most  perfect  eqiianunity.  Isaac  had  often  thought  of 
that  little  episode  since,  and  wondered ;  wondered  what 
there  could  be  in  Lord  Averil's  visit  to  scare  j\Ir.  George 
Godolphin.  It  recurred  to  him  now  with  double  dis- 
tinctness. The  few  words  he  had  overheard,  spoken 
between  Lord  Averil  and  Mr.  Godolphin,  recurred  to 
him — the  former  saying  that  George  must  have  known 
of  the  loss  of  the  deeds  when  he  had  asked  for  them  a 
month  ago,  that  he  judged  so  by  his  manner,  which 
was  peculiar,  hesitating,  uncertain,  "  as  though  he  had 
known  of  the  loss  then,  and  did  not  like  to  tell  of  it." 

To  the  strangeness  of  manner  Isaac  himself  could 
have  borne  ready  witness.  Had  this  strangeness  been 
caused  by  the  knowledge  of  the  loss  of  the  deeds  ? — if 
so,  why  did  not  George  Godolphin  make  a  stir  about 
them  then?  Only  on  the  previous  day,  when  Lord 
Averil  had  again  made  his  appearance,  Isaac  had  been 
further  struck  mth  George's  startled  hesitation,  and 
with  his  refusal  to  see  him.  He  had  sent  out  word,  as  the 
plea  of  excuse,  that  he  was  particularly  engaged  :  Isaac 
had  believed  at  the  time  that  George  was  no  more 
engaged  than  he  was.  And  now,  this  morning,  when  it 
could  not  be  concealed  any  longer,  came  the  commotion. 
The  deeds  were  gone  :  they  had  disappeared  from  their 
secure  abiding-place  in  the  most  unaccountable  manner, 
nobody  knovring  how  or  when. 
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What  did  it  all  mean  ?  Isaac  Hastings  asked  himself 
the  question  as  he  pursued  his  business  in  the  bank, 
amidst  the  other  clerks.  He  could  not  help  asking  it, 
A  mind,  constituted  as  was  that  of  Isaac  Hastings, 
thoughtful,  foreseeing,  penetrating,  cannot  \\  'p  entering 
upon  these  speculations,  when  surrounduig  circum- 
stances caU  them  forth.  Could  it  be  that  George  Godol- 
phin  had  fallen  into  secret  embarrassment  ? — that  he — 
that  he — had  abstracted  the  deeds  himself  and  uud 
them  ?  Isaac  felt  his  cheek  flush  with  shame  at  the 
thought :  with  shame  that  he  should  alloAv  himself  to 
think  such  a  thing  of  a  Godolphin:  and.  yet,  he  could 
not  help  it.  No.  Do  as  he  would,  he  could  not  drive 
the  thought  away:  it  remained  to  haunt  him.  And, 
the  longer  it  stayed,  the  mOre  yivid  it  grew. 

Ought  he  to  give  a  hint  of  this  to  his  father  ?  He 
did  not  know.  On  the  one  hand  there  was  sober 
reason,  which  told  him  George  Godolphin  was  not 
likely  to  be  guilty  of  such  a  thing  ;  on  the  other,  lay  his 
fancy,  whispering  that  it  migJit  be.  Things  as  strange 
had  been  enacted  lately  ;  as  the  public  knew.  Men,  in 
an  equally  good  position  ^^dth  George  Godolphin,  were 
proved  to  have  been  living  upon  fraud  for  years.  Isaac 
was  fond  of  newspapers,  and  knew  all  they  could  tell 
him.  What  if  anything  came  wrong  to  tlm  bank? 
Why  then,  Mr.  Hastings  v\-ould  be  a  ruined  man.  It 
was  not  only  the  loss  of  his  own  life's  savings,  that  were 
in  the  hands  of  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin,  but 
there  was  the  largo  sum  he  had  placed  there  as  trustee 
to  the  little  Chisholms. 

Isaac  Hastings  lingered  in  the  bank  till  the  last  that 
evening.  All  had  gone,  except  Mr.  Hurde.  Tlie  latter 
was  preparing  to  leave,  when  Isaac  went  up  to  him, 
leaning  his  arms  upon  the  desk. 

VOL.   II.  P 
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"  What  a  strange  tiling  it  is  about  tliose  deeds,  Mr. 
Hurde  !"  cried  he,  in  a  low  tone. 

Mr.  Hurde  nodded. 

"  It  is  troubling  me  amazingly,"  went  on  Isaac. 

This  seemed  to  arouse  the  old  clerk  and  he  looked 
up,  speaking  curtly. 

"  Why  should  it  trouble  you  ?  You  didn't  take  them, 
I  suppose  ?" 

"No,  I  didn't,"  said  Isaac. 

"Very  well,  then.  The  loss  won't  fall  upon  you. 
There's  no  cause  for  your  troubling." 

Isaac  was  silent.  In  truth,  he  was  unable  to  giye  any 
reason  for  the  "  troubling,"  except  on  general  grounds  : 
he  could  not  say  that  a  doubt  was  haunting  his  mind  as 
to  the  good  faith  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 

"  It  is  a  loss  which  I  suppose  Mr.  George  will  haye  to 
make  good,  as  they  were  in  his  custody,"  he  resumed. 
"  My  sister  won't  like  it,  I  fear.  " 

The  observation  recalled  Mr.  Hurde's  memory  to  the 
fact  that  Mrs.  George  Godolphin  was  the  sister  of  Isaac 
Hastings.  It  afforded  a  sufficient  excuse  for  the 
remarks  in  the  mind  of  the  clerk,  and  somewhat  molli- 
fied him. 

"'  It  is  to  be  hoped  they'll  be  found,"  said  he.  "  I 
don't  see  how  they  could  have  gone." 

'•'  Nor  I,"  returned  Isaac.  "  The  worst  is,  if  they  liave 
gone " 

"  ^Yhat  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hurde,  for  Isaac  had  stopped. 

"  That  perhaps  money  has  been  made  of  them." 

J\[r.  Hurde  grunted.  "  They  have  not  been  taken  for 
nothing,  you  may  be  sure." 

"  If  they  have  been  taken,"  persisted  Isaac. 

"  If  they  have  been  taken,"  assented  Mr.  Hurde.  "  I 
don't  believe  they  have.     From  the  sheer  impossibility 
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of  anybody's  getting  to  tliem,  I  don't  believe  it.  And  I 
shan't  believe  it,  until  every  nook  and  corner  between 
the  four  walls  here  sliall  have  been  hunted  over." 

''  How  do  you  account  for  their  disappearance,  then?" 

"  I  thinlv  they  must  have  been  moved  inadvertently." 

"Xobody  could  so  move  them  except  Mr.  Godolphin 
or  Mr.  George,"  rejoined  Isaac. 

"  Mr.  Godolphin  has  not  moved  them,"  returned  the 
clerk,  in  a  testy  tone  of  reproof.  "  Mr.  Godolphin  is 
too  accurate  a  man  of  business  to  move  deeds  inad- 
vertently, or  to  move  them  and  forget  it  the  next 
moment.  Mr.  George  may  have  done  it.  In  searching 
for  anything  in  the  strong-room,  if  he  has  had  more 
than  one  case  open  at  once,  he  may  have  put  these 
deeds  back  in  their  wrong  place,  or  even  brought  them 
up-stairs." 

Isaac  considered '  for  a  minute,  and  then  shook  his 
head.     "  I  should  not  think  it,"  he  answered. 

"  WeU,  it  is  the  only  supposition  I  can  come  to,"  was 
the  concludins:  remark  of  3Ir.  Hurde.  *•'  It  is  next  to  an 
impossibility,  Mr.  Godolphin  excepted,  that  anybody 
else  can  have  got  to  the  deeds." 

He  was  drawing  on  his  gloves  as  he  spoke  to  depart. 
Isaac  went  out  with  him,  but  their  roads  lay  different 
ways.  Isaac  turned  towards  All  Souls'  rectoiy,  and 
walked  along  in  a  deep  reverie. 

The  rectory  hours  were  early,  and  he  found  them  at 
tea :  his  mother,  Eose,  and  Grace.  Grace — Mrs. 
Akeman  by  her  new  name — was  spending  the  evening 
with  them  with  her  baby.  The  rector,  w^ho  had  gone 
out  in  the  afternoon,  had  not  come  in  yet. 

Isaac  took  his  tea  and  then  strolled  into  the  garden. 
Rose  and  the  baby  were  making  a  great  noise,  and 
Grace  was  helping  them.     It  disturbed  Isaac  in   his 

P  2 


212         THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

perplexed  thouglit,  and  lie  made  a  mental  yow  that  if 
ever  he  got  promoted  to  a  home  of  his  own  with  babies 
in  it,  they  should  be  hermetically  confined  in  some  top 
room,  out  of  sight  and  hearing. 

By-and-by,  when  he  was  leaning  over  the  gate,  look- 
ing into  the  road,  Mr.  Hastings  came  up.  Isaac  told 
him  that  tea  was  over :  but  Mr.  Hastings  said  he  had 
taken  a  cujd  with  one  of  his  parishioners.  He  had 
apparently  walked  home  quick,  and  he  lifted  his  hat 
and  mped  his  brow. 

"  Glorious  weather  for  the  haymaking,  Isaac  !" 

"  Is  it  ?"  returned  Isaac,  abstractedly. 

"  Is  it  r  repeated  Mr.  Hastings.  "  Where  are  your 
senses,  boy  ?" 

Isaac  laughed  and  roused  himself.  "  I  fear  they  were 
buried  just  then,  sir.  I  was  thinking  of  something 
that  has  happened  at  the  bank  to-day.  A  loss  has  been 
discovered." 

"  A  loss  ?"  repeated  Mr.  Hastings.  "  A  loss  of 
what  ?" 

Isaac  explained.  Dropping  his  voice  to  a  low  tone, 
and  speaking  confidentially.  They  were  leaning  over 
the  gate  side  by  side.  Mr.  Hastings  rather  liked  to 
take  recreative  moments  of  leaning  there,  exchanging  a 
nod  and  a  word  with  the  passers-by.  At  this  hour  of 
the  evening,  however,  the  road  was  generally  free. 

"How  can  the  deeds  have  gone?"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Hastings.     As  everybody  else  said. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Isaac,  twitching  off  a  spray 
of  the  hedge,  and  beginning  to  bite  at  the  thorns.  "  I 
suppose  it  is  all  right,"  he  presently  added. 

"  Eight  in  what  way  ?'  asked  Mr.  Hastings. 

"  I  suppose  George  Godolphin's  all  right,  I  mean." 

The   words   were    as    an    unknown   tongue   to   Mr. 
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Hastings.""  He  did  not  fathom  them.  ^'  You  suppose 
that  George  Godolphin  is  all  right !"  he  exclaimed. 
"  You  speak  in  riddles,  Isaac." 

"  I  cannot  say  I  suspect  anything  wrong,  sir ;  but  the 
doubt  has  crossed  me.  It  never  would  have  done  so, 
but  for  George  Godolphm*s  manner." 

Mr.  Hastings  turned  his  penetrating  gaze  on  his  son. 
"  Speak  out,"  said  he.     "  Tell  me  what  it  is  you  mean." 

Isaac  did  so.  Eelating  the  circumstances  of  the 
loss  ;  with  the  confusion  of  manner  he  had  observed  in 
Mr.  George  Godolphin,  on  the  visits  of  Lord  Averil, 
and  his  reluctance  to  receive  them.  One  little  matter 
he  suppressed  :  the  stolen  visit  of  George  to  London, 
and  deceit  to  Maria,  relative  to  it.  Isaac  did  not  see 
what  that  could  have  had  to  do  with  the  loss  of  the 
deeds,  and  his  right  feeling  prompted  him  that  it  was 
not  a  pleasant  tiling  to  name  to  his  father.  Mr. 
Hastings  did  not  speak  for  a  few  minutes. 

"  Isaac,  I  see  no  good  grounds  for  your  doubts,"  he 
said  at  length.  "  The  bank  is  too  flourishing  for  that. 
Perhaps  you  meant  only  as  to  George  ?" 

"  I  can  scarcely  tell  whether  I  really  meant  any- 
thing," replied  Isaac.  "  The  doubts  arose  to  me,  and  I 
thought  I  would  mention  them  to  you.  I  dare  say  my 
fancy  is  to  blame  :  it  does  nm  riot  sometimes." 

A  silence  supervened.  Mr.  Hastings  broke  it. 
"  With  a  keen  man  of  business^  as  is  Thomas  Godol- 
phin, at  the  head  of  affairs,  George  could  not  go  far 
wrong  I  should  presume.  I  think  he  spends  enough  on 
his  own  score,  mark  you,  Isaac  ;  but  that  has  nothing 
to  do  with  the  prosperity  of  the  bank." 
Of  course  not.     Unless " 

"  Unless  what  ?    Why  don't  you  speak  out  ?" 

"  Because  I  am  not  sure  of  my  premises,  sir,"  frankly 
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answered  Isaac.  "  Unless  he  were  to  have  o'ot  himself 
irretrievably  embarrassed,  and  should  be  using  the 
bank's  funds,  I  believe  I  was  about  to  say." 

"  Pretty  blind  moles  some  of  you  must  be,  in  that 
case  !  Could  such  a  thing  be  done  without  the  cogniz- 
ance of  the  house?  Of  Mr.  Hurde  and  of  Thomas 
Godolphin?" 

"  Well — no — I  don't  much  think  it  could,"  hesitated 
Isaac,  who  was  not  at  all  certain  upon  the  point.  "  At 
any  rate,  not  to  an  extent.  I  suppose  one  of  my  old 
crotchets — as  Grace  used  to  call  them — has  taken 
possession  of  me,  rendering  me  absurdly  fanciful.  I 
dare  say  it  is  aU  right :  except  that  the  deeds  are 
mislaid." 

"  I  dare  say  it  is,"  acquiesced  the  rector.  "  I  should 
be  sorry  to  think  it  otherwise — for  many  reasons.  Grace 
is  here,  is  «he  not  ?" 

"  Grace  is  here,  and  Grace's  son-and-heir,  making 
enough  noise  for  ten.     I  can't  think  why  Grace " 

"  What  are  vou  takino:  mv  name  in  vain  for  ?"  inter- 
ruj^ted  Grace's  own  voice.  She  had  come  up  to  them 
carrying  the  very  son-and-heir  that  Isaac  had  been 
complaining  of:  a  young  gentleman  with  a  bald  head, 
just  beginning  to  exercise  his  hands  in  dumb  fights  ;  as 
well  as  his  lungs.  *'  Papa,  mamma  says  are  you  not 
going  in  to  tea  ?" 

Before  the  rector  could  answer,  or  Isaac  extricate  his 
hair  from  the  unconsciously  mischievous  little  hands 
which  had  seized  upon  it  by  Grace's  connivance,  there 
came  a  gay  party  of  equestrians  round  the  corner  of  the 
road.  Charlotte  Pain,  with  the  two  young  ladies,  her 
guests ;  Lady  Sarah  and  Miss  Grame,  who  sometimes 
hired  horses  for  a  ride ;  and  three  or  four  gentlemen. 
Amongst  the  latter  were  George  Godolphin  and  Lord 
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Averil.  Lord  Averil  liad  met  them  accidentally  and 
joined  their  party.  He  was  riding  by  the  side  of 
Charlotte  Pain. 

"I  say,  Grace!"  hastily  exclaimed  Isaac,  twitching 
away  his  head,  "  take  that  baby  in,  out  of  sight.  Look 
there!" 

"  Take  my  baby  in  !"  resentfully  spoke  Grace. 
"What  for?  I  am  not  ashamed  to  be  seen  holding 
it.  Keeping  only  two  servants,  I  must  tiu-n  nurse 
sometimes :  and  people  know  that  I  must.  I  am  not 
situated  as  Maria  is,  with  half  a  score  at  her  beck  and 
call." 

Isaac  did  not  prolong  the  discussion.  He  thought  if 
he  owned  an  ugly  baby  with  no  hair,  he  should  not  be 
so  fond  of  showing  it  off.  Grace  stood  her  ground,  and 
the  baby  stood  his,  and  lifted  its  head  and  its  arms  by 
way  of  greeting.  Isaac  wondered  that  it  did  not  lift  its 
voice  as  well. 

The  party  exchanged  bow^s  as  they  rode  past.  George 
Godolphin — he  was  riding  by  the  side  of  Sarah  Anne 
Grame — withdrew  his  horse  from  the  throng  and  rode 
up. 

'*  How  are  you,  Grace  ?     How  is  the  baby  ?" 

"  Look  at  him,"  returned  Grace  in  ansvrer,  holding 
the  gentleman  higher. 

"  Shall  I  take  him  for  a  ride  ?"  asked  Georo:e,  lauo'h- 
ing. 

"  JSTot  if  you  paid  me  his  value  in  gold,"  answered 
Grace,  bluntly, 

George's  gay  blue  eyes  twinkled.  "  \^'hat  may  that 
value  be  ?     Your  estimation  of  it,  Grace  ?" 

"Never  mind,"  said  Grace.  "I  can  tell  you  that 
yom*  bank  would  not  meet  it.  No,  not  if  all  its  coiTers 
were  filled  to  the  brim." 
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"  I  see,"  observed  George  :  "  he  is  inestimable.  Do 
not  set  your  heart  too  entirely  upon  him,  Grace,"  he 
continued,  his  voice  changing. 

"Why  not?"  she  asked. 

"  Maria  had  to  lose  some  ;  equally  dear." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Grace,  in  a  softened  tone. 
"  How  is  Maria  to-day  ?" 

"Quite  well,  thank  you.  She  went  to  Ashlydyat 
this  afternoon,  and  I  dare  say  has  remained  there. 
Famous  weather  for  the  hay,  is  it  not,  sir  ?"  he  added 
to  the  rector. 

"  Couldn't  be  better,"  replied  Mr.  Hastings. 

George  rode  off  at  a  canter.  The  baby  burst  into  a 
cry ;  perhaps  that  he  could  not  go  off  at  a  canter  too ; 
and  Grace,  after  a  vain  attempt  to  hush  him,  carried 
him  into  the  house.  The  rector  remained,  looking  over 
the  gate. 

"  Things  going  wrong  with  him ! — No !  He  could 
not  be  so  easy  under  it,"  was  his  mental  conclusion. 
"  It  is  all  right,  depend  upon  it,"  he  added  aloud  to  his 
son. 

"  I  think  it  must  be,  sir,"  was  the  reply  of  Isaac 
Hastings. 
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CHAPTER  XYII. 

A  NIGHTMARE  FOR  THE  RECTOR  OF  ALL  SOULs'. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Hastings  had  audibly  expressed  a 
wish  never  again  to  be  left  in  the  responsible  situation 
of  trustee,  and  the  Reverend  Mr.  Hastings  echoed  it  a 
second  time  as  he  ascended  a  gig  which  was  to  convey 
him  to  Binham.  A  vestry  meeting  had  been  called  for 
that  evening  at  seven  o'clock ;  but  something  arose 
during  the  day  connected  with  the  trust,  and  at  four 
Mr.  Hastings  set  off  in  a  gig  to  see  Brierly,  the  late 
agent  to  the  Chisholm  property.  "  I'll  be  back  by 
seven  if  I  can.  Smith,"  he  observed  to  his  clerk.  "If 
not,  the  meeting  must  commence  without  me'" 

The  way  to  Binham  lay  through  shady  lanes  and 
unfrequented  roads :  unfrequented  as  compared  to 
roads  where  the  traffic  is  great.  It  was  a  small  place 
about  six  miles'  distance  from  Prior's  Ash,  and  the 
rector  enjoyed  the  drive.  The  day  was  warm  and  fine 
as  the  previous  one  had  been — when  you  saw  Maria 
Godolphin  walking  through  the  hayfield.  Shady  trees 
in  some  parts  met  overhead,  the  limes  gave  forth  their 
sweet  perfume,  the  heavy  crops  of  grass  gladdened  the 
rector's  eye,  some  not  cut,  some  in  process  of  being 
converted  into  hay  by  labourers,  who  looked  off  to 
salute  the  well-known  clergyman  as  he  drove  past. 
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"I  might  haye  brought  Eose,  after  all,"  he  solilo- 
quised. "  She  would  have  had  a  nice  drive.  Only 
she'd  have  been  half  an  hour  getting  read5\" 

He  found  Mr.  Brierlv  at  home,  and  their  little 
matter  of  business  was  soon  concluded.  Mr.  Hastings 
had  other  places  to  call  at  in  the  town :  he  had  always 
plenty  of  people  to  see  when  he  went  to  Binham,  for 
he  knew  everybody  in  it. 

"  I  -wish  you  would  take  something,"  said  the 
agent. 

"  I  can't  stay,"  replied  Mr.  Hastings.  "  I  shall  find 
old  Mrs.  Chisholm  at  tea,  and  can  snatch  a  cup  with 
her,  standing.  That  won't  hinder  time.  You  have 
not  heard  from  Harknar  ?" 

"  Xo :  not  directly.  His  brother  thinks  he  will  be 
home  next  week." 

"  The  sooner  the  better.  I  want  the  affair  settled, 
and  the  money  placed  out." 

He  held  out  his  hand  as  he  spoke.  Mr.  Brierly,  who, 
in  days  long  gone  past,  when  they  were  both  boys 
together,  had  been  an  old  schoolfellow  of  the  rector's, 
put  his  own  into  it.  But  he  did  not  withdraw  it :  he 
appeared  to  be  in  some  hesitation. 

"  Mr.  Hastings,  excuse  me,"  he  said,  presently,  speak- 
ing slowly,  "  have  you  kept  the  money,  wliich  I  paid 
you  over,  in  your  own  possession  ?" 

"Of  course  not.  I  took  it  the  same  night  to  the 
bank." 

"  Ay.  I  guessed  you  would.  Is  it  safe  ?"  he  added, 
lowering  his  voice. 

"  Safe  r  echoed  Mr.  Hastings. 

"  I'll  tell  you  why  I  speak.  Eutt  the  lawyer,  over 
at  your  place,  was  here  this  afternoon,  and  in  the 
course  of  conversation  he  dropped  a  hint  that  something 
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was  wrong  at  Godolphins'.  It  was  not  known  yet,  he 
said,  but  it  would  be." 

Mr.  Hastings  paused.  "  Did  lie  state  liis  grounds  for 
asserting  it  ?" 

"  No.  From  what  I  could  gather,  it  appeared  that 
he  sjDoke  from  some  yague  rumour." 

"  I  think  I  can  explain  it,"  said  Mr.  Hastings.  "  A 
packet  of  deeds  belonging  to  one  of  their  clients  has 
been  lost — has  disappeared  at  least  in  some  imaccount- 
able  manner ;  and  this,  I  expect,  must  have  giA'en  rise 
to  the  rumour.  But  the  loss  of  twenty  such  packets, 
all  to  be  made  good,  would  not  shake  the  solvency  of 
Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin." 

"  That  must  be  it,  then  !  What  simpletons  people 
are !  swallowing  down  any  absurd  rumour  that  gets 
afloat ;  converting  a  molehill  into  a  mountain !  I 
thought  it  was  strange — for  a  stable  old  house  like  the 
Godolphins'." 

"Let  me  recommend  you,  Brierly,  not  to  mention  it 
further.  If  such  a  report  got  about,  it  might  cause  a 
run  on  the  bank.  Not  but  that,  so  far  as  I  believe, 
the  bank  could  stand  any  run  that  might  be  made 
upon  it." 

*'I  should  not  have  mentioned  it  at  all,  except 
to  you,"  returned  Mr.  Brierly.  '-'And  only  to  you, 
because  I  expected  the  Chisholms'  money  was  there. 
Rutt  is  not  a  safe  man  to  speak  after,  at  the  best  of 
times.  I  told  him  I  did  not  believe  him.  And  I  chd 
not.  Still — if  anything  were  to  happen,  and  I  had 
bottled  up  the  rumour,  not  giving  you  a  hint  of  it,  I 
should  never  cease  to  blame  myself." 

"  That  is  the  origin  of  it,  you  may  depend  ;  the  loss 
of  the  deeds,"  observed  the  rector.  "I  know  the 
clerks  were  questioned  about  it  yesterday,  and  some  of 


220         THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

them  must  have  got  talking  out  of  doors.     Good-day, 
Brierly." 

Mr.  Hastings  paid  the  rest  of  his  visits  and  drove 
home.  In  spite  of  himself,  he  could  not  keep  his  mind 
from  reverting — and  somewhat  unpleasantly — to  what 
he  had  heard.  He  Relieved  the  bank  to  be  perfectly 
solvent ;  to  be  more  than  solvent.  Until  the  previous 
evening,  when  Isaac  had  made  that  communication  to 
him,  he  had  been  ready  to  answer  for  its  flourishing 
state  on  his  own  responsibility,  if  required.  He  fully 
believed  the  rumour,  spoken  of  by  Eutt  the  lawyer,  to 
arise  from  some  distorted  hints  of  the  missins^  deeds 
^vhich  had  oozed  out,  and  to  have  no  other  foundation 
whatever :  and  yet,  he  could  not  keep  his  mind  from 
reverting  to  it  uneasily. 

The  ting-tang  (it  deserved  no  better  name,  and 
Prior's  Ash  gave  it  no  other)  of  All  Souls'  church  was 
sending  forth  its  last  notes  as  the  rector  drove  in. 
Handing  over  the  horse  and  gig  to  the  waiting  servant 
of  the  friend  from  whom  it  was  borrowed — a  gig  always 
at  the  disposal  of  the  rector — he  made  his  way  to  the 
vestry,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  presiding  at  a  stormy 
meeting.  There  w^ere  divided  parties  in  the  parish  at 
that  time,  touching  a  rate  to  be  made,  or  a  non-rate  ; 
and  opposing  eloquence  ran  high.  Personally,  the 
rector  w^as  not  an  interested  party  ;  but  he  had  a  some- 
wliat  difficult  course  to  steer  between  the  two  and  offend 
neither.  It  was  half-past  nine  when  the  meeting  broke 
up. 

"Any  news  of  the  missing  deeds,  Isaac?"  he  took 
an  opportunity  of  asking  his  son. 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  Isaac.  "  We  have  heard 
nothing  about  it  to-day." 

"  I  suppose  things  have  gone  on,  then,  as  usual  ?" 
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"  Quite  so.  We  shall  hear  no  more  of  it,  I  dare  say, 
in  the  bank.  If  the  bonds  can't  be  found,  the  firm  will 
have  to  make  them  good,  and  there'll  be  an  end  of  it." 

"  A  very  unsatisfactory  ending,  I  should  think,  if 
I  had  to  make  them  good,"  observed  the  rector.  "I 
don't  like  things  disappearing,  nobody  knows  how  or 
why." 

He  said  no  more.  He  gave  no  hint  to  Isaac  of  the 
rumour  that  had  been  whispered  to^^him,  nor  questioned 
him  upon  its  probable  foundation.  It  was  the  best  proof 
that  Mr.  Hastings  assigned  to  it  no  foundation.  In  his 
sober  reason  he  did  not. 

But  things — troubles,  cares,  annoyances — wear  dif- 
ferent aspects  in  the  day  and  in  the  night.  More  than 
all,  suspense  wears  a  different  one.  An  undefined  dread, 
whatever  may  be  its  nature,  can  be  dro^^•ned  by  the 
daily  bustle :  business,  pleasure,  occupations.  These 
fill  up  the  mind,  and  the  bugbear  is  lost  sight  of.  But 
at  night,  when  the  head  lies  upon  the  sleepless  pillow, 
and  there's  nothing  to  distract  the  thoughts ;  when  all 
around  is  silent  darkness,  then,  if  there  is  an  inner, 
secret  dread,  it  shines  out  in  colours  unnaturally  vivid, 
and  presents  itself  in  guise  worse  than  the  reality. 

Mr.  Hastings  was  not  an  imaginative  man.  Quite 
the  contrary.  He  was  more  given  to  deal  with  things, 
whether  pleasant  or  painful,  in  a  practical  manner  by 
daylight,  than  to  rack  his  brains  with  them  at  night. 
Therefore,  the  way  in  whicli  the  new  doubt  troubled  him 
as  he  lay  in  bed  that  night,  was  something  wonderful. 
Had  he  been  a  fanciful  woman,  he  could  not  have  ex- 
perienced worse  treatment  from  his  imagination.  It 
was  running  riot  within  him.  Could  it  be  that  the  money 
intrusted  to  him  was  gone  ? — lost  ?  Had  he  put  it  into 
that  bank  for  safety,  only  to  find  that  the  bank  would 
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never  refund  it  again  ?  How  was  he  to  make  it  good  ? 
He  could  not  make  it  good,  and  the  little  Chisholms, 
the  children  of  his  dead  friend,  must  be  beggars !  He 
thought  not  of  his  own  money,  lodged  in  the  charge  of 
Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin ;  that  seemed  as 
nothing  in  comparison  with  this.  Mr.  Hastings  had 
had  rather  an  expensive  family ;  he  had  given  money 
away  in  his  parish — a  conscientious  clergyman  is 
obliged  to  givp,  more  or  less — and  liis  savings,  all  told, 
did  not  amount  to  more  than  two  thousand  pounds. 
It  was  not  of  that,  equally  at  stake,  that  he  thought, 
but  of  this  other  and  larger  sum,  of  which  he  was  but 
the  steward. 

Try  as  he  would,  he  could  not  get  to  sleep  ;  try  as  he 
would,  he  could  not  put  these  half-insane  visions  from 
him.  His  mind  became  wTought  to  the  very  highest 
pitch ;  he  could  have  found  in  his  heart  to  get  up,  make 
his  way  to  the  bank,  knock  up  George  Godolphin,  and 
demand  his  money  back  again.  He  registered  a  silent 
resolve  that  he  would  go  there  with  the  first  gKmmer 
of  morning  light.  Yesterday  he  was  a  free  man,  a  man 
at  his  ease,  it  may  be  said  a  prosperous  man ;  to-morrow, 
should  that  money  be  beyond  his  reach,  he  would  be 
ruined  for  ever ;  broken  down  under  his  weight  of  care. 
What  if  he  were  too  late  !  If  he  went  to  the  bank,  and 
w^as  told,  "  The  bank  is  in  embarrassment,  and  we 
cannot  refund?"  Oh,  how^  supinely  careless  had  he 
been,  to  suffer  a  whole  day  to  slip  on  since  Isaac's 
warning !  Any  hour  in  that  past  day  he  might  have 
gone  and  withdrawn  the  money:  might  have  had  it 
securely  now  in  the  chest  by  his  bedside.  When 
another  dawned,  it  might  be  too  late. 

Torments  such  as  these — and  they  were  all  the  more 
intolerable  from  the  fact  of  his  beino-  unused  to  them — 
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auntecl  him  through  the  night.  They  have  haunted 
us  :  they,  or  similar  ones.  Towards  morning  he  dropped 
into  a  heavy  sleep,  awaking  later  than  his  customary 
hour.  Those  dark  visions  were  gone  then  ;  but  enough 
of  their  effect  remained  to  keep  the  rector  to  his  resolve 
of  drawing  out  the  money.  "I'll  go  the  first  thing- 
after  breakfast,"  said  he,  as  he  dressed  himself. 

But,  when  breakfast  was  over,  and  the  business  of 
the  day  fairly  entered  upon,  Mr.  Hastings  felt  half 
ashamed  of  his  resolution.  The  visions  of  the  night 
appeared  to  him  to  be  simply  fantastic  follies,  diseased 
creations  of  the  brain  :  should  there  be  really  no  cause 
for  his  withdrawal  of  the  money,  how  worse  than  foolish 
he  should  look ! — nay,  how  unjustifiable  would  such  a 
procedure  be ! 

What  ought  he  to  do  ?  He  leaned  over  the  gate 
while  he  took  counsel  Avith  himself.  He  had  put  on 
his  hat  and  taken  his  stick  in  his  hand,  and  gone  forth ; 
and  there  he  stopped,  hesitating.  A  strange  frame  of 
mind  for  Mr.  Hastings,  who  was  not  of  a  vacillating- 
nature.  Suddenly  he  flung  the  gate  open  and  went 
through  with  a  decisive  step;  his  determination  was 
taken.  He  would  steer  a  midway  course,  present 
himself  to  liis  son-in-law,  George  Godolphin,  and  ask 
him  frankly,  as  a  friend  and  relative,  whether  the 
money  was  safe. 

Many  a  one  would  have  decided  that  it  was  a  safe 
and  proper  course  to  pursue.  Mr.  Hastings  deemed  it 
to  be  such,  and  he  proceeded  to  the  bank.  The  fresh 
air,  the  bright  sun,  the  pleasant  bustle  of  daily  life, 
had  well-nigh  dissipated  any  remaining  fears  before 
he  got  there. 

'•'  Can  I  see  Mr.  George  Godolphin  ?"  lie  inrpiired. 

''  Mr.  George  is  engaged  at  present,  sir,"  replied  the 
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clerk  to  whom  he  had  addressed  himself.  '*He  will 
be  at  liberty  soon.     Would  you  like  to  take  a  seat  ?" 

Mr.  Hastings  sat  down  on  the  chair  handed  him,  and 
waited ;  watching  at  his  leisure  the  business  of  the 
bank.  Several  people  were  there.  Some  were  paying 
money  in,  some  drawing  it  out.  There  appeared  to  be 
no  hesitation,  either  in  paying  or  receiving :  all  seemed 
as  usual.  One  man  brought  a  cheque  for  nine  hundred 
and  odd  pounds,  and  it  was  counted  out  to  him.  "  I 
feel  sure  it  is  all  right,"  was  the  conclusion  come  to  by 
Mr.  Hastings. 

About  ten  minutes,  and  George  Godolphin  came 
forward.  "Ah!  is  it  you?"  said  he,  with  his  sunny 
smile.     "  You  are  here  early  this  morning." 

"I  want  to  say  just  a  word  to  you  in  private,  Mr. 
George." 

George  led  the  w^ay  to  his  room,  talking  gaily.  He 
pushed  a  chair  to  Mr.  Hastings,  and  took  his  own. 
Never  a  face  more  free  from  care  than  his ;  never  a 
less  troubled  eye.  He  asked  after  Mrs.  Hastings ;  he 
asked  after  Eeginald,  who  was  daily  expected  home 
from  a  voyage — whether  he  had  arrived.  "  Maria 
dreamt  last  night  that  he  had  come  home,^^  said  he, 
laughing,  "and  told  her  he  was  never  going  to  sea 
again." 

Mr.  Hastings  remembered  his  dreams — if  di'eams  they 
could  be  called.  He  ^vas  beginning  to  think  that  he 
must  have  had  the  nightmare. 

"  Mr.  George,  I  have  come  to  you  upon  a  strange 
errand,"  he  began.  "  Will  you  for  a  few  moments 
regard  me  as  a  confidential  friend,  and  treat  me 
as  such?" 

"  I  hope  it  is  what  I  always  do,  sir,"  was  the  reply  of 
George  Godolphin. 
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"  Ay ;  but  I  want  a  proof  of  your  friendship  this 
riiorning.  But  for  my  being  connected  with  you  by 
close  ties,  I  should  not  have  so  come.  Tell  me,  honestly 
and  confidentially,  as  between  man  and  man — Is  that 
trust-money  safe  ?" 

George    looked    at   llr.    Hastings,   his    countenance 
slightly  changing.    Mr.  Hastings  thought  he  was  vexed. 
''  I  do  not  understand  you,"  he  said. 
"  I  have  heard  a  rumour — I  have  heard,  in  fact,  two 

rumours — that The  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  this," 

more  rapidly  continued  Mr.  Hastings,  "  I  have  heard 
that  there^s  something  doubtful  arising  with  the  bank.-'^ 
"What  on  earth  do  you  mean?"  exclaimed  G-eorge 
Godolphin. 

"  Is  there  anything  the  matter  ?  Or  is  the  bank  as 
solvent  as  it  ought  to  be  ?" 

*-I  should  be  sorry  to  think  it  otherwise,"  replied 
George.  "  I  don't  understand  you.  What  have  you 
heard  ?" 

"  Just  what  I  tell  you.  A  friend  spoke  to  me  in 
private  yesterday,  when  I  was  at  Binham,  saying  that 
he  had  heard  a  suspicion  of  something  being  wrong 
with  the  bank  here.  You  will  not  be  surprised,  Mr. 
George,  that  1  thought  of  the  nine  thousand  pounds 
I  had  just  paid  in." 

"AVho  said  it?"  asked  George.  "I'll  prosecute  him 
if  I  can  find  out." 

"  I  dare  say  you  would.  But  I  have  not  come  here 
to  make  mischief.  I  stopped  his  repeating  it,  and  I, 
you  know,  am  safe,  so  there's  no  harm  done.  I  have 
passed  an  uneasy  night,  and  I  have  come  to,  ask  you  to 
tell  me  the  truth  in  all  good  faith." 

"The  bank  is  all  right,"  said  George.  "I  cannot 
imagine  how  such   a   report  coald  by  any  possibility 
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have  arisen,"  lie  continued,  quitting  tlie  one  point  for 
the  other.     "  There  is  no  foundation  for  it." 

George  Godol^Dhin  spoke  in  all  good  faith  when  he 
said  he  could  not  tell  how  the  report  could  have  arisen. 
He  really  could  not.  Nothing  had  transpired  at  Prior's 
Ash  to  give  rise  to  it.  Possibly  he  deemed,  in  his 
sanguine  temj)erament,  that  he  spoke  in  equally  good 
faith,  when  assuring^  Mr.  Hastiness  that  the  bank  was 
all  right:  he  may  have  believed  that  it  would  so 
continue. 

^'  The  money  is  safe,  then  ?" 
<*  Perfectly  safe." 

"  Otherwise,  you  must  let  me  have  it  out  now.  Were 
it  to  be  lost,  it  would  be  ruin  to  me,  ruin  to  the  little 
Chisholms." 

"But  it  is  safe,"  returned  George,  all  the  more 
emphatically,  because  that  it  would  have  been  remark- 
ably inconvenient,  for  S23ecial  reasons,  to  refund  it  then 
to  Mr.  Hastings.  I  repeat,  that  he  may  have  thought 
it  tvas  safe :  safe  in  so  far  as  that  the  bank  would  get 
along  somehow,  and  could  repay  it  sometime.  Mean- 
while, the  use  of  it  was  convenient — how  convenient, 
none  knew,  save  George. 

"  A  packet  of  deeds  has  been  mislaid ;  or  is  missing 
in  some  way,"  resumed  George.  "  They  belong  to 
Lord  Averil.  It  must  be  some  version  of  that  which 
has  got  abroad — if  anything  has  got  abroad." 

"  Ay,"  nodded  Mr.  Hastings.  The  opinion  coincided 
precisely  with  what  he  had  expressed  to  the  agent. 

"1  know  of  nothing  else  wrong  with  the  bank,^^  spoke 
George.  '-^Some  wiseacre  has  got  hold  of  the  wrong 
pig  by  the  tail.  Were  you  to  ask  my  brother,  I  am 
sure  he  would  tell  you  that  business  was  never  more 
flourishing.     I  wish  to  goodness  people  could  be  com- 
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pelled  to   concern  themselves   ^Yitll   tlieir   o^\tl   affairs 
instead  of  inventing  falsehoods  of  their  friends  P' 

]\Ir.  Hastings  rose.  '^Yonr  assurance  is  sufficient, 
Mr.  George  ;  I  do  not  require  your  brother's  word  to 
confirm  it.  I  have  asked  it  of  you,  in  all  dependence, 
Maria  being  the  link  between  us.'-* 

**To  be  sure,"  replied  George;  and  he  shook  Mr 
Hastings'  hand  as  he  went  out. 

George  remained  alone,  biting  the  end  of  his  quill 
pen.  To  hear  that  any  such  rumour  was  abroad  vexed 
and  annoyed  him  beyond  measure.  He  only  hoped 
that  it  would  not  spread.  Some  wiseacre — as  he  had 
called  it — must  have  picked  up  an  inkling  about  the 
deed,  and  converted  it  into  a  slur  upon  the  bank's 
»solvency.  "  I  wish  I  could  hang  the  fools  I"  muttered 
George. 

His  "wish  was  interrupted.  Somebody  came  in  and 
said  that  Mr.  Barnaby  desired  to  see  him. 

"  Let  him  come  in,"  said  George. 

Mr.  Barnaby  came  in.  A  simple -looking  man  of 
quiet  manners,  a  corn  and  barley-dealer,  who  kept  an 
account  at  the  bank.  He  had  a  canvas  bag  in  his  hand. 
Georo^e  asked  him  to  a  seat. 

"  I  was  going  to  pay  in  two  thousand  pounds,  sir," 
said  he,  slightly  lifting  the  bag  to  indicate  that  the 
money  was  there.  ^'But  I'd  like,  first  of  all,  to  be 
assured  that  it's  all  right." 

George  sat  and  stared  at  him.  "  Was  Prior's  Ash  all 
going  mad  together?  George  honestly  believed  that 
nothing  yet  had  transpired,  or  could  have  transpired,  to 
set  these  doubts  afloat.  "Keally,  Mr.  Barnaby,  I  do 
not  understand  you,'^  he  said,  \vith  some  hauteur :  just 
as  he  had  answered  3Ir.  Hastings. 

"I  called  in  at  Paitt's,  sir,  as  I  came  along,  to  know 
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what  had  been  done  in  that  business  where  I  was 
chiselled  out  of  that  load  of  barley,  and  I  happened  to 
mention  that  I  was  coming  on  here  to  pay  in  two 
thousand  pounds.  '  Take  care  that  it's  all  right/  said 
Kutt.  '  I  heard  the  bank  talked  about  yesterday/  Id 
it  all  right,  sir  ?'' 

"  It  is  as  right  as  the  Bank  of  England,"  impulsiyely 
answered  George.  "  Kutt  shall  be  brought  to  account 
for  this." 

'•  Well,  I  thought  it  was  odd  if  there  was  anything 
up.     Then  I  may  leave  it  with  safety  ?" 

"Yes,  you  may,"  replied  George.  "Have  you  not 
always  found  it  safe  hitherto  ?'' 

"  That's  just  it :  I  couldn't  fancy  that  anything 
wrong:  had  come  to  it  all  on  a  sudden.  I'll  2^0  and 
pay  it  in  then,  sir.  It  won't  be  for  long,  though. 
I  shall  be  wanting  it  out,  I  expect,  by  the  end  of 
next  week.^' 

"Whenever  you  please,  Mr.  Barnaby,"  replied 
George. 

The  corn-dealer  retired  to  leave  his  money,  and 
George  Godolphin  sat  on  alone,  biting  his  pen  as 
before.  Where  could  these  pernicious  rumours  have 
had  their  rise  ?  Harmless  enough  they  might  have 
fallen,  had  nothing  been  rotten  at  the  core  of  affairs :. 
George  alone  knew  how  awfully  pernicious  they  might 
prove  now,  did  they  get  wind. 
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'     CHAPTER  XVm. 

MR.    LAYTON    "LOOKED   UP." 

If  this  mysterious  loss  of  the  packet  of  deeds  disturbed 
Thomas  Godolphin,  it  was  also  disturbing,  in  no  light 
-degree,  the  faithful  old  clerk,  Mr.  Hurde.  j^ever,  since 
lie  had  entered  the  house  of  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and 
Oodolphin — so  many  years  ago  now,  that  he  had  almost 
lost  count  of  them — had  any  similar  unsatisfactory 
incident  occurred.  Mr.  Hurde  thought  and  thought 
^nd  thought  it  over  :  he  turned  it  about  in  his  mind,  he 
looked  at  it  in  all  its  bearings.  He  came  to  the  conclu- 
rsion  that  it  must  be  one  of  two  things:  either  that 
Greorge  Godolphin  had  inadvertently  misplaced  it,  or 
that  it  had  been  stolen  out  and  out.  George  Godolphin 
;said  that  he  had  not  misplaced  it :  indeed,  George  did 
not  acknowledge  to  any  recollection  of  having  visited  at 
.all  the  box  of  Lord  Averil,  except  Avhen  he  Avent  to 
make  the  search :  and  Mr.  Godolphin  had  now  looked 
in  every  box  that  the  safe  contained,  and  could  not  find 
it.  Therefore,  after  much  vacillating  between  opinions, 
the  clerk  came  to  the  final  conclusion  that  the  deeds 
had  been  taken. 

'^'  Who  could  have  done  it  ?"  he  asked  himself  over 
'SM.d  over    again.      Somebody   about   them,   doubtless. 
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He  believed  all  tlie  clerks  were  safe  ;  that  is,  honest ; 
save  Layton.  Until  this  happened,  he  would  have  said 
Layton  was  safe  :  and  it  was  only  in  the  utter  absence 
of  any  other  quarter  for  suspicion  that  he  cast  a  doubt 
on  Layton.  Of  the  clerks,  he  felt  least  sure  of  Layton : 
but  that  was  the  utmost  that  could  be  said :  he  would 
not  have  thought  to  doubt  the  man,  but  that  he  was 
seeking  for  somebody  to  lay  it  on.  The  deeds  could 
not  have  gone  without  hands,  and  Mr.  Hurde,  in  his 
perplexity,  could  only  think  that  Layton's  hands  were 
less  unlikely  hands  than  others'. 

On  the  previous  evening,  he  had  gone  home  thinking 
of  it.  And  there  he  pondered  the  affair  over,  while  he 
digested  his  dry  toast  and  his  milkless  tea.  He  was  a 
man  of  very  spare '  habits :  partly  that  his  health 
compelled  him  to  be  so;  partly  from  a  parsimonious 
nature.  AATiile  seated  at  it,  composedly  enjoying  the 
imgenerous  fare  neai*  the  open  window,  who  should  he 
see  go  by,  but  the  very  man  on  whom  his  thoughts  were 
fixed — Layton.  This  Layton  was  a  yoimg,  good-looking 
man,  an  inveterate  dandy  with  curls  and  a  moustache. 
That  moustache,  sober,  clean-shaved  Mr.  Hurde  had 
always  looked  askance  upon.  That  Layton  had  been 
given  to  spend  more  than  was  expedient.  Prior's  Ash 
knew  :  but  for  that  fact,  he  would  not  now  have  been  a 
banker's  subordinate  clerk.  His  family  were  respect- 
able— wealthy  in  a  moderate  way ;  but  he  had  run 
through  too  much  of  their  money  and  tired  them  out. 
For  the  last  two  or  three  years  he  had  settled  down  to 
sobriety.  Thomas  Godolphin  had  admitted  him  to  a 
clerkship  in  his  house,  and  Layton  had  married,  and 
appeared  content  to  live  in  a  small  way. 

A  small  way  for  liim — as  compared  to  what  he  had 
been  accustomed  to ;  too  large  a  way  in  the  opinion  of 


MR.  LAYTOX    "  LOOKED   UP."  231 

Mr.  Hiirde.  Mrs.  Layton  had  a  piano,  and  played  and 
sang  very  much,  for  the  benefit  of  the  passers-by ;  and 
Layton  hh-ed  gigs  on  a  Snnday  and  drove  her  out. 
Great  food  for  Mr.  Hurde's  censure  ;  and  he  was  think- 
ing of  all  this  when  Layton  passed.  Starting  up  with  a 
bound  to  look  after  him,  he  nearly  upset  his  teaboard. 

He,  Layton,  was  walking  arm-in-arm  with  a  Mr. 
Jolly :  a  great  sporting  character.  Mr.  Hurde  gave  a 
grunt  of  dissatisfaction.  "  Much  good  it  will  bring  him 
if  he  gets  intimate  with  him  /" 

In  the  dark  of  the  evening,  when  it  had  grown  quite 
late  and  Mr.  Hurde  had  taken  his  fragal  supper,  he 
Avent  out,  and  bent  his  steps  towards  the  residence  of 
Layton.  In  his  present  uncertain  frame  of  mind, 
touching  Layton,  it  seemed  expedient  to  Mr.  Hurde  to 
take  a  walk  past  his  place  of  abode,  lest  haply  he  might 
come  upon  something  or  other  confirmatory  of  his  sus- 
picions. 

And  he  did.  At  least,  it  appeared  to  Mr.  Hurde  that 
he  did.  Kever  a  shade  of  doubt  rested  upon  him  that 
nisfht  that  the  thief  was  Ned  Lavton.  • 

On  the  high  road,  going  to  Ashlydyat — not  the  ob- 
scure and  less-frequented  way  down  Crosse-street,  but 
the  open  turnpike  road  taken  by  carriages — there  had 
been  a  good  deal  of  building  of  late  years.  Houses  and 
terraces  had  grown  up,  almost  as  by  magic,  not  only 
along  the  line  of  road,  but  branching  off  on  either  side 
of  it.  Down  one  of  these  turnings,  a  row  of  dwellings 
of  that  class  called  in  the  local  phraseology  *^  genteel," 
had  been  erected  by  a  fancy  architect.  He  had  cer- 
tainly not  displayed  any  great  amount  of  judicious  skill. 
They  contained  eight  rooms,  had  glittering  white  fronts 
and  grass-green  porticos  of  trellis- work.  White  houses 
are  very  nice,  and  there's  nothing  objectionable  in  green 
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porticos  ;  but  they  need  not  be  made  to  abut  right  upon 
the  public  pathway.  Walking  in  front  of  the  terrace, 
the  porticos  looked  like  so  many  green  watch-boxes, 
and  the  bow-windows  appeared  to  be  constituted  on 
purpose  that  you  should  see  what  w^as  inside  them.  In 
the  last  house  of  this  row  dwelt  the  clerk,  Layton.  He 
and  his  wife  had  lodgings  in  it:  that  bow-windowed 
parlour  and  the  bedroom  over  it. 

Mr.  Hurde  strolled  past,  in  the  deliberate  manner 
that  he  might  have  done  had  he  been  out  for  only  an 
evening  airing,  and  he  obtained  full  view  of  the  interior 
of  the  sitting-room.  He  obtained  the  pleasure  of  a  very 
full  view  indeed.  In  fact,  there  appeared  to  be  so  much 
to  look  at,  that  his  vision  at  first  could  but  take  it  in 
confusedly. 

The  Laytons  were  entertaining  a  party.  Two  or 
three  ladies,  and  two  or  three  gentlemen.  A  supper- 
tray  was  at  one  end  of  the  table,  and  at  this  end,  next 
the  ^vindow,  were  two  decanters  of  wine,  some  fruit  and 
biscuits.  There  was  a  great  deal  of  talking  and  laugh- 
ing, and  there  was  plenty  of  light.  Four  candles  Mr. 
Hurde  counted  as  he  stood  there ;  two  on  the  table, 
two  on  the  mantelpiece.  Four  candles  !  and  they  were 
not  staid  respectable  "  moulds,"  such  as  he  burnt,  but 
those  flaring  dropping  composites,  tenpence  a  pound,  if 
they  were  a  penny  !  He,  the  old  clerk,  stood  there, 
unseen  and  unsuspected,  and  took  it  all  in.  The  dis- 
play of  glass  looked  something  profuse,  and  die  nearly 
gave  vent  to  a  groan  when  he  caught  sight  of  the  silver 
forks :  silver  or  imitation,  he  did  not  know  which,  but 
it  appeared  all  one  to  Mr.  Hurde.  lie  had  never  over- 
stepped the  respectable  customs  of  his  forefathers — had 
never  advanced  beyond  the  good  old-fashioned  two- 
pronged  steel  fork.     They  w^ere  sitting  with  the  window 
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open:  no  houses  were  as  yet  built  opposite,  and  the 
road  was  not  invaded,  save  by  persons  coming  to  these 
houses,  from  one  hour's  end  to  another.  Mr.  Hurde 
could  stand  there,  and  enjoy  the  sight  at  leisure.  If 
ever  a  man  felt  conviction  rush  to  his  heart,  he  did 
then.  Wine,  and  composite  candles,  and  silver  forks, 
and  supper,  and  visitors ! — who  but  Layton  could  have 
taken  the  deeds  ? 

He  stood  there  a  little  too  long.  Falling  mto  a 
reverie,  he  did  not  notice  a  movement  within,  and  suf- 
fered himself  to  be  all  but  dropped  upon.  He  could 
have  made  an  excuse,  it  is  true  ;  for  Layton  was  a  civil 
fellow,  and  had  several  times  asked  him  to  go  up  there ; 
but  he  preferred  not  to  make  it,  and  not  to  be  seen. 
The  street  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Hurde  had  just  time 
to  dart  pass  the  portico  and  take  .shelter  behind  it, 
round  the  corner.  From  his  ^position  he  was  within 
hearing  of  anything  that  might  be  said. 

The  sporting  character  with  whom  he  had  seen 
Layton  walking  early  in  the  evening,  and  who  made 
one  of  the  guests,  had  come  forth  to  depart.  Layton 
had  attended  him  to  the  door ;  and  they  stood  inside 
the  portico,  talking.  In  Mr.  Hurde's  fluster,  he  did  not 
at  first  catch  the  sense  of  the  words :  but  he  soon  found 
it  related  to  horse-racing. 

"You  back  Cannonbar,"  said  the  sporting  man. 
"You  can't  be  far  out  then.  He's  a  first-rate  horse: 
he'll  beat  the  whole  field  into  next  week.  You  were  in 
luck  to  draw  him." 

"  I  have  backed  him,"  replied  Layton. 

"  Back  him  again  :  he's  a  little  gold  mine.  I'd  spend 
^a  fifty-pound  note  on  him,  I  would." 

Layton  answered  hy  a  laugh.  They  shook  hands 
and  the  sporting  friend,  who  appeared  to  be  in  a  hurry. 
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set  off  with  a  run  in  the  direction  of  Prior's  Ash.  ISh, 
Layton  went  in  again,  and  shut  the  door. 

Then  Mr.  Hurde  came  out  of  his  corner.  All  his 
suspicions  were  strengthened.  Streng-thened ?  nay; 
changed  into  certainties.  Plate,  glass,  composites, 
wines,  supper,  and  friends  at  it,  had  been  doubtful 
enough  ;  but  they  were  as  trifles  compared  to  this  new 
danger ;  this  betting  on  the  turf.  Had  he  seen  Layton 
take  Lord  Averil's  deeds  with  his  own  eyes,  he  could  not 
have  been  more  certain  of  his  guilt,  than  he  felt  now. 

Enjoying  another  quiet  survey  of  the  room,  during 
which  he  had  the  gratification  of  hearing  Mrs.  La}i:on, 
who  had  now  seated  herself  at  the  piano,  plunge  into  a 
song,  which  began  something  about  a  "bird  on  the 
wing,"  the  old  clerk,  grievously  discomfited,  retraced 
his  steps  past  the  terrace,  picked  his  way  over  som^ 
clay  and  loose  land  in  front  of  another  terrace  in  process 
of  erection,  and  turned  into  the  high  road,  leading  to 
Prior's  Ash.  He  was  going  along  lost  in  thought,  when 
he  nearly  ran  against  a  gentleman  turning  an  angle  of 
the  road.     It  was  Mr.  Godolphin. 

"  Oh — I  beg  yoiu-  pardon,  sir.  I  did  not  look  where 
I  was  oroino;." 

"  Enjoying  an  evening's  stroll,  Hurde  ?"  said  Mr, 
Godolphin.  He  had  been  spending  an  hour  with  Lord 
Averil,  who,  in  the  doubt  and  uncertainty  as  to  his 
deeds,  had  not  departed  from  Prior's  Ash.  "  It  is  a 
beautiful  night :  so  serene  and  still." 

**No,  sir,  I  can't  say  that  I  am  enjoying  it,-"  was 
Mr.  Hurde's  reply.  *'  My  mind  was  not  at  ease  as  to 
Layton.  I  could  not  help  associating  him  with  the  loss 
of  the  deeds,  and  I  came  out,  thinking  I'd  look  about  a 
bit.  It  must  have  been  instinct  sent  me,  for  I  have  had 
my  suspicions  confirmed."  : 
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"Confirmed  in  what  Tvay?"  asked  Thomas  Godol- 
phin. 

"That  Layton  has  had  the  deeds.  It  could  have 
been  no  other." 

Thomas  Godolphin  listened  in  surprise,  not  to  say 
incredulity.  ",How  have  you  had  then  confirmed?" 
he  inquired,  after  a  pause. 

So  then  the  clerk  enlarged  upon  what  he  had  seen. 
"  It  could  not  all  come  out  of  his  salary,  Mr.  Godolphin. 
It  does  not  stand  to  reason  that  it  could." 

"As  a  daily  extravagance,  of  course  it  could  not, 
Hurde,"  was  the  reply.  "  But  it  may  be  but  a  chance 
entertainment  ?" 

Mr.  Hurde  sli23ped  the  question :  possibly  he  felt  that 
he  could  not  debate  it.  "  And  the  betting  ? — the  risk- 
ing money  upon  race-horses,  sir  ?" 

"  Ah !  I  like  that  less,"  readily  acknowledged  Thomas 
Godolphin.  "Many  a  clerk  of  far  higher  pecuniary 
position  than  Layton,  has  been  ruined  by  it." 

"And  sent  across  the  herring-pond  to  expiate  his 
folly,"  returned  Mr.  Hurde,  whom  the  mention  of 
"  backing  "  and  other  such  incentive  temptations  was 
wont  to  exasperate  in  no  measm-ed  degree.  "I  am 
afraid  it  looks  pretty  plain,  sir." 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Thomas  Godolphin,  musingly. 
"I  cannot  think  Layton  has  become  a  rogue.  I  see 
nothing  inconsistent — mth  all  due  deference  to  your 
opinion,  Hurde — I  see  nothing  inconsistent  in  his  enter- 
taining a  few  friends  occasionally.  But — without  any 
reference  to  our  loss — if  he  is  turning,  or  has  turned  a 
betting-man,  it  must  be  looked  after.  We  will  have 
none  such  in  the  bank." 

"  No,  sir  ;  it  would  not  do  at  any  price,"  acquiesced 
Mr.  Hmxle.      "Are  you   feeling  j)retty  weE,  sir,  this 
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evening  ?"  lie  inquired,  as  Mr.  Goclolpliin  was  preparing 
to  continue  his  road. 

*'  Quite  well.  I  have  not  felt  so  well  a  long  time, 
as  I  have  been  tlie  last  few  days.     Good-night,  Hurde." 

It  seemed  that  Mr.  Hurde  was  fated  that  night  to 
come  into  contact  with  his  principals.  Who  should 
overtake  him,  just  as  he  had  come  to  the  spot  where  the 
houses  were  thick,  but  Mr.  George  Godolphin.  George 
slackened  his  steps ;  he  had  been  walking  along  at  a 
striding  pace ;  and  kept  by  his  side.  He  began  speak- 
ing of  the  hay  and  other  indifferent  topics:  but  Mr. 
Hurde's  mind  was  not  attuned  to  such  that  night. 

"  I  think  I  have  solved  the  mystery,  IVIr.  George," 
began  he. 

"  A\niat  mystery  ?"  asked  George. 

"  The  stealing  of  Lord  xiveril's  bonds.  I  know  who 
took  them." 

George  turned  his  head  sharply  round  and  looked  at 
him.     "  What  nonsense  are  you  sapng  now,  Hurde  ?" 

"I  wish  it  was  nonsense,  sir,"  was  the  reply  of 
Mr.  Hurde.  "I  am  as  sure  that  I  know  how  it  was 
those  bonds  went,  and  who  took  them,  as  that  I  am  here." 

*'  And  whom  do  you  accuse  ?"  asked  George,  after  a 
pause,  speaking  somewhat  sarcastically. 

"  Layton." 

**  Layton !"  shouted  George,  stopping  still  in  his  as- 
tonishment.    "  What  Layton  ?" 

*'  What  Layton,  sir  ?  Why,  our  clerk  Layton.  I 
ought  to  have  held  my  doubts  of  him  before;  but  I 
suppose  I  had  got  dust  in  my  eyes.  There  are  he  and 
his  wife  entertaining  the  world ;  their  room  crowded ; 
half  a  score  people,  pretty  nigh,  in  it,  and  she,  La\i:on's 
wife,  is  sitting  down  to  the  piano  with  pink  bows  in  her 
head." 
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"  Wliat  if  she  is  ?"  asked  George. 

"  You  should  see  the  supper-table,  Mr.  George,"  con- 
tinued Hurde,  too  much  annoyed  with  his  own  view  of 
things  to  answer  superfluous  questions.  "I  can't  tell 
what  they  have  not  got  upon  it :  silver,  and  glass,  and 
decanters  of  wine.  That's  not  got  out  of  his  salary. 
And  Lay  ton  is  taking  to  betting." 

"  But  what  about  the  bonds  ?"  impatiently  questioned 
George. 

"  Why — are  not  these  so  many  proofs  that  Layton 
must  have  taken  the  bonds  and  made  money  of  them, 
sir  ?  Where  else  could  he  get  the  means  from  ?  I 
have  imparted  my  suspicions  to  Mr.  Godolphin,  and  I 
expect  he  will  follow  them  up,  and  have  it  fully  investi- 
gated." 

"Then  you  are  a  fool  for  your  pains,  Hurde!"  re- 
torted George,  in  anger.     "  Layton  no  more  took 

I  dare  say  Layton  no  more  took  those  bonds  than  you 
did.     You'll  get  into  trouble,  if  you  don't  mind." 

"  What,  sir  ?"  uttered  Hurde,  aghast. 

"That,"  curtly  answered  George.  "If  you  *  follow 
up '  any  chimera  that  your  brain  chooses  to  raise,  you 
must  expect  to  get  paid  out  for  it.  Let  Layton  alone. 
It  will  be  time  enough  to  look  him  up  when  suspicious 
circumstances  arise  to  implicate  him.  The  bonds  are 
gone :  but  we  shall  not  get  them  back  again  by  making 
a  stir  in  wrong  quarters.  The  better  plan  will  be  to  be 
quiet  over  it  for  a  while." 

He  resumed  his  quick  pace  and  strode  along,  calling 
back  a  good-night  to  Mr.  Hurde.  The  latter  gazed 
after  him  in  undisguised  astonishment. 

"  Make  no  stir !  let  the  thing  go  on  quietly !"  he 
articulated  to  himself.  "  Who'd  say  such  a  thing  but 
easy  George  Godolphin  ?     Not  look  up  Layton  ?     It's 
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well  for  you,  Mr.  George,  that  you  have  got  men  of 
business  about  you !  He'd  let  himself  be  robbed  under 
his  very  nose,  and  never  look  out  to  see  who  did  it. 
How  eyer  ^dll  things  go  on,  if  the  worst  happens  to  his 
brother?" 

It  seemed  that  they  were  all  saying  the  same — how 
ever  would  things  go  on,  if  the  worst  happened  to 
Thomas  Godolphin ! 

For  once  in  his  life  of  service  the  old  clerk  chose  to 
ignore  the  wish — the  command  if  you  will — of  Mr. 
George  Godolphin.  He  did  not  let  Lay  ton  alone. 
Quite  the  contrary.  No  sooner  did  Layton  enter  the 
bank  on  the  follo\ving  morning,  than  Mr.  Hurde  dropped 
upon  him.  He  had  been  watching  for  his  entrance  the 
last  ten  minutes ;  for  Mr.  Layton  arrived  late,  the  result 
possibly  of  the  past  night's  extensive  scene  of  revelry. 
He  had  taken  off  his  hat  and  settled  himself  in  his  place 
behind  the  counter,  when  the  chief  clerk's  voice  arrested 
him. 

"  I  want  you,  Mr.  Layton." 

Now,  the  fact  was,  Mr.  Hurde,  having  slejDt  upon  the 
matter,  arose  perplexed  by  sundry  doubts.  The  circum- 
stances against  Layton  appeared  by  no  means  so  con- 
clusive to  his  mind  as  they  had  done  the  previous  night. 
Therefore  he  deemed  it  good  policy  to  speak  to  that 
suspected  gentleman  in  a  temperate  spirit,  and  see 
whether  he  could  fish  anything  out,  rather  than  to 
accuse  him  point-blank  of  having  been  the  delinquent. 

"  This  is  a  nasty  business,"  began  he,  when  Layton 
reached  him,  in  answer  to  his  call. 

''  What  is  ?"  asked  Layton. 

"  What  is  !"  repeated  IVL-.  Hurde,  believing  that  the 
loss  must  have  affected  everybody  connected  with  the 
establishment  as   it  was   affecting  him,  and   doubtiDg 
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whether  the  indifferent  answer  was  not  a  neo^ative 
proof  of  guilt.  "  What  should  be,  but  this  loss  that  has 
been  spoken  of  in  the  bank  ?" 

"  Oh,  that,"  returned  Layton.  "  I  dare  say  they  will 
be  found." 

"  It  places  us  all  in  a  very  awkward  position,  from 
myself  downwards,"  went  on  Hurde,  who  was  by  no 
means  a  conjuror  at  the  task  he  had  undertaken. 
*^  There's  no  knowing  what,  or  whom,  Mr.  Godolphin's 
suspicions  may  be  turning  to." 

"Eubbish!"  retorted  Layton.  "It's  not  probable 
Mr.  Godolphin  would  begin  to  doubt  any  of  us.  There's 
no  cause." 

"I  don't  know  that,"  said  Mr.  Hurde,  significantly, 
"Z  am  not  so  sure  of  some  of  you." 

Layton  opened  his  eyes.  He  supposed  Mr.  Hurde 
must  be  alluding  to  some  one  clerk  in  particular  ;  must 
have  cause  to  do  it ;  but  he  did  not  glance  at  himself. 
^^  Why  do  you  say  that  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Well — ^it  has  occurred  to  me  that  some  one  or  two 
of  you  may  be  Kving  at  a  rate  that  your  salary  would 
neither  pay  for  nor  justify.     You  for  one." 

"  I  ?"  returned  Layton. 

"  Yes,  you.  Horses,  and  gigs,  and  wine,  and  com- 
pany, and  pianos !  They  can't  be  managed  out  of  a 
hundred  a  year." 

Layton  was  rather  taken  aback.  Not  to  make  an 
unnecessary  mystery  over  it,  it  may  as  well  be  men- 
tioned that  all  these  expenses  which  so  troubled  old 
Hurde,  the  clerk  was  really  paying  for  honestly.  But 
not  out  of  the  salary.  An  uncle  of  his  wife's  was  allow- 
ing them  an  addition  to  their  income,  and  this  supplied 
the  extra  luxuries.     He  resented  the  insinuation. 

"  Whether  they  are  managed  out  of  it,  or  whether 
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they  are  not,  is  no  business  of  yours,  Mr.  Hurde,"  he 
said,  after  a  pause.  "  I  shall  not  come  to'  you  to  pay 
for  them,  or  to  the  bank  either." 

'  "It  is  my  business,"  rephed  the  old  clerk.  "It  is 
Mr.  Godolphin's  business,  which  is  the  same  thing. 
Pray,  how  long  since  is  it  that  you  have  become  a 
betting  man  ?" 

"  I  am  not  a  betting  man,"  said  Lay  ton. 
■  '  "Ph,  indeed  !     You  have  not  bet  upon  Cannonbar,  I 
suppose  ?     You  never  put  into  a  sweepstakes  in  your 
life  ? — you  are  not  in  any  now,  are  you  ?" 

Layton  could  only  open  his  mouth  in  astonishment. 
He  thought  nothing  less  but  that  the  sphits — then  in 
the  height  of  fashion — must  have  been  at  work.  He 
was  really  no  betting  man;  had  never  been  inclined 
that  way:  but  latterly,  to  oblige  some  friend  who 
bothered  him  over  it,  he  had  gone  into  a  sweepstakes 
and  drawn  the  renowned  horse,  Cannonbar.  And  had 
followed  it  up  by  betting  a  pound  upon  him. 

"  You  see,  Mr.  Layton,  your  pursuits  are  not  quite  so 
inexpensively  simple  as  you  would  wish  to  make  them 
appear.  These  things  ha2:)pen  to  have  come  to  my 
knowledge,  and  I  have  thought  it  my  duty  to  mention 
them  to  ]\[r.  Godolphin." 

Layton  flew  into  a  gust  of  passion.  Partly  in  the 
soreness  of  feeling  at  finding  he  had  been  so  closely 
looked  after  ;  partly  in  anger  that  dishonesty  could  be 
associated  wdth  him  ;  and  chiefly  at  hearing  that  he 
had  been  obnoxiously  reported  to  Mr.  Godolphin. 
"  Have  you  told  him,"  he  foamed,  "  that  you  suspect  me 
of  robbing  the  strong-room  ?" 

"Somebody  has  robbed  it,"  was  Mr.  Hurde's  re- 
joinder. "  And  has  no  doubt  made  money  of  the  deeds 
he  stole." 
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^'  I  ask  if  you  have  told  Mr.  GodoliDliin  that  you  cast 
this  suspicion  to  me  ?"  reiterated  Layton,  stamping  his 
foot. 

"  What  if  I  have  ?  Appearances,  in  my  opinion, 
^'ould  warrant  my  casting  it  to  you." 

"  Then  you  had  better  cast  it  to  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 
There !" 

But  that  they  were  completely  absorbed  in  the 
dispute,  their  voices  raised  to  a  high  pitch — at  least, 
Layton's — they  might  have  seen  Mr.  Godolphin  close  to 
them.  In  passing  through  the  bank  from  his  carriage  to 
his  private  room — for,  in  the  untoward  state  of  affairs, 
touching  the  loss,  he  had  come  betimes — he  was  at- 
tracted by  the  angry  sounds,  and  turned  towards  them. 

"  Is  anything  the  matter  ?" 

They  looked  round,  saw  Mr.  Godolphin,  and  their 
voices  and  their  tempers  alike  dropped  to  a  calm. 
Xeither  appeared  inclined  to  answer  the  proffered 
question,  and  Mr.  Godolphin  passed  on.  Another 
minute  or  two,  and  a  message  came  from  him,  com- 
manding the  presence  of  the  chief  clerk. 

"Hurde,"  he  began,  "have  you  been  speaking  to 
Layton  of  what  you  mentioned  to  me  last  night  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  that's  what  it  was.  It  put  him  in  a 
passion." 

"  He  disclaims  the  suspicion,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  Out-and-out,  sir,"  was  the  answer  of  Mr  Hurde. 
"  He  says  his  wife  has  an  income,  independent  of  him- 
self; and  that  he  put  into  a  sweepstakes  lately  to 
oblige  a  friend,  and  staked  a  sovereign  on  the  horse  he 
drew.  He  says  it  is  all  he  ever  staked  in  his  life,  and 
all  he  ever  means  to  stake.  He  was  saying  this  now, 
when  you  sent  for  me.  I  don't  know  wliat  to  think. 
He  speaks  honest  enough,  to  listen  to  him." 

VOL.   II.  .  R 
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"  What  remark  did  I  liear  him  making,  relative  to 
Mr.  George  Godolphin?" 

"He  ought  to  be  punished  for  that,"  replied  Mr. 
Hm'de.  '•'  Better  suspect  Mr.  George  than  suspect  him, 
was  what  he  said.  I  don't  know  what  he  meant,  and  I 
don't  think  he  Imew  himself,  sir." 

"Why  did  he  say  it?" 

"  When  men  are  beside  themselves  with  passion,  sir, 
they  say  anything  that  comes  uppermost ;  they  are  not 
nice  to  a  shade.  I  asked  him,  after  3^ou  went,  what  he 
meant  by  it,  but  he  would  not  say  any  more." 

"  I  think  you  must  be  mistaken  in  suspecting  Layton, 
Hm'de.     I  thought  so  last  night." 

"'  Well,  sir,  maybe  I  am,"  acknowledged  Hurde.  "  I 
don't  feel  so  sure  of  it  as  I  did.  But  then  comes  the 
old  puzzle  back  again  as  to  who  could  have  taken  the 
deeds.  Layton  would  not  have  been  so  fierce  but  that 
he  found  the  doubt  had  been  mentioned  to  you,"  added 
Mr.  Hm'de,  returning  to  the  subject  of  the  clerk's  ex- 
plosion of  anger. 

"  Did  you  tell  him  you  had  mentioned  it  ?" 

"  Yes,  su',  I  did.  It's  not  my  way  to  hide  faults  in  a 
comer  ;  and  that  the  clerks  know." 

Mr.  Godolphin  dropped  the  subject,  and  entered  upon 
some  general  business.  The  old  clerk  remained  with 
him  about  ten  minutes,  and  then  was  at  liberty  to 
withdraw. 

"  Send  Layton  to  me,"  was  the  order  as  he  went  out. 
And  the  clerk,  Layton,  appeared  in  obedience  to  it. 

Thomas  Godolphin  received  him  kindly,  his  manner 
and  words  had  all  the  repose  of  quiet  confidence.  He 
believed  Mr.  Hurde  to  be  completely  mistaken,  to  have 
erred  tlu'ough  zeal,  and  he  intimated  as  much  to 
Layton.     He  might  not  have  personally  entered  on  the 
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topic  with  him,  but  for  Lay  ton's  hearing  that  he  had 
been  accused  to  him. 

Layton's  heart  opened  to  his  master.  He  was  a  good- 
dispositioned  man  when  not  exasperated.  He  frankly 
Yolunteered  to  Mr.  Godolphin  the  amount  total  of  his 
wife's  income  and  its  source ;  he  stated  that  he  was  not 
living  by  one  penny  more  than  he  could  afford ;  and  he 
distinctly  denied  being  a  betting  man,  either  by  practice 
or  inclination — save  for  the  one  bet  of  a  pound,  which 
he  had  made  incidentally.  Altogether,  his  explanation 
was  perfectly  satisfactory  to  Mr.  Godolphin. 

"  Understand  me,  Mr.  Layton,  I  did  not,  myself,  cast 
the  slightest  doubt  upon  you.  To  do  so,  never  occurred 
to  me." 

"  I  hope  not,  sir,"  was  Layton's  reply.  "  Mr.  Hurde 
has  his  crotchets,  and  we,  who  are  under  him,  must  put 
up  with  them.  His  bark  is  worse  than  his  bite ;  that 
much  may  be  said." 

"  Yes,"  said  Thomas  Godolphin.  "  You  might  fare 
worse,  in  that  respect,  than  you  do  under  Mr.  Hurde. 
What  was  the  meaning  of  the  words  you  spoke,  relative 
to  Mr.  George  Godolphin  ?" 

Layton  felt  that  his  face  was  on  fire.  He  muttered,, 
in  his  confusion,  something  to  the  effect  that  it  was  a 
"  slip  of  the  tongue." 

"  But  you  must  be  aware  that  such  slips  are  entirely 
unjustifiable.  Some  cause  must  have  induced  you  to 
say  it.     What  may  it  have  been  ?" 

"  The  truth  is,  sir,  I  was  in  a  passion  w^hen  I  said  it," 
replied  Layton,  compelled  to  speak.   "  I  am  very  sorry." 

"You  are  evading  my  question,"  quietly  replied 
Thomas  Godolphin.  "I  ask  you  what  could  liave  in- 
duced you  to  say  it  ?  There  must  have  been  something 
to  lead  to  the  remark." 
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"  I  did  not  mean  anything,  I  declare  to  you,  sir.  IVIr. 
Hurde  vexed  me  by  casting  the  suspicion  upon  me  ;  and 
in  the  moment's  answer  I  retorted  that  he  mio^ht  as  well 
cast  it  upon  Mr.  George  Godolphin." 

Thomas  Godolphin  pressed  the  question.  In  Layton's 
voice  when  he  had  uttered  it,  distorted  though  it  was 
with  passion,  his  ears  had  detected  a  strange  sound  of 
meaning.  "  But  why  upon  Mr.  George  Godolphin  ? 
Why  more  upon  him  than  any  other  ? — upon  myself,  for 
instance  ;  or  Mr.  Hurde  ?" 

Layton  was  silent.  Thomas  Godolphin  waited,  his 
serene  countenance  fixed  upon  the  clerk's. 

"  I  suppose  I  must  have  had  in  my  head  a  remark  I 
heard  yesterday,  sir,"  he  slowly  rejoined.  "Heaven 
knows,  though,  I  paid  no  heed  to  it ;  and  how  I  came 
to  forget  myself  so  in  my  passion,  I  don't  know.  I  am 
cure  I  thought  nothing  of  it,  afterwards,  until  Mr. 
Hurde  spoke  to  me  this  morning." 

"  What  was  the  remark  ?"  asked  Mr.  Godolphin. 

"  Sir,  it  was  that  sporting  man,  Jolly,  who  said  it. 
He  fastened  himself  on  me  last  evening  in  going  from 
here,  and  I  could  not  get  rid  of  him  until  ten  at  night. 
We  were  talking  about  different  things :  the  great  dis- 
count houses  in  London,  and  one  thing  or  other ;  aild 
he  said,  incidentally,  that  Mr.  George  Godolphin  had 
got  a  good  deal  of  paper  in  the  market." 

Thomas  Godolphin  paused.  "  Did  he  assert  that  he 
knew  this  ?" 

"  He  was  pretending  to  assert  many  things,  as  of  his 
own  knowledge.  I  asked  him  how  he  knew  it,  and  he 
replied  a  friend  of  his  had  seen  it — meaning  the  paper. 
It  was  all  he  said;  and  how  I  came  to  repeat  such 
a  thing  after  liim,  I  cannot  tell.  I  hope^you  will  excuse 
it,  sir." 
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"  I  cannot  help  excusing  it,"  replied  Mr.  Godolpliin. 
"  You  said  tlie  thing,  and  you  cannot  unsay  it.  It  was 
very  wrong.  Take  care  that  you  do  not  give  utterance 
to  it  again." 

Lay  ton  withdrew,  inwardly  vowing  that  he  never 
would.  In  point  of  fact,  he  had  not  attached  much 
credence  to  the  information ;  and  could  now  have 
bitten  his  tongue  out  for  repeating  it.  He  wondered 
whether  they  could  prosecute  him  for  slander:  or 
whether,  if  it  came  to  the  ears  of  Mr.  George,  they 
would.  jMt.  Godolphin  had  met  it  with  the  considerate 
generosity  ever  characteristic  of  him ;  but  Mr.  George 
w^as  different  from  his  brother.  If  ever  a  man  in  this 
world  lived  up  to  the  divine  command^  "  Do  as  ye  would 
be  done  by,"  that  man  was  Thomas  Godolphin. 

But  the  words,  nevertheless,  had  grated  on  Thomas 
Godolphin's  ears.  That  George  was  needlessly  lavish 
in  expenditure,  he  knew  :  but  not  more  so  than  his  in- 
come allowed,  did  he  choose  to  spend  it  all — unless  he 
had  secret  sources  of  expense.  A  change  came  over 
Thomas  Godolphin's  face  as  the  idea  suggested  itself  to 
his  mind.  Once  in  the  train  of  thought  he  could  not 
stop  it.  Had  George  private  valves  for  expenditure,  of 
Avhich  the  world  knew  nothing  ?  Could  he  have  been 
using  the  bank's  money  ? — could  it  be  he  who  had  taken 
Lord  Averil's  deeds  ?  Like  unto  Isaac  Hastings,  the 
red  flush  of  shame  dyed  Thomas's  brow  at  the  thought 
— shame  for  his  own  obtrusive  imagination  that  could 
conjure  up  such  a  fancy  of  his  brother.  Thomas  had 
never  conjured  it  up,  but  for  the  suggestion  gratuitously 
imparted  to  him  by  Layton. 

But  he  could  not  drive  it  down.  Xo  ;  like  the  vision 
which  had  been  gratuitously  presented  to  the  Keverend 
Mr.   Hastings,  and  w-iirli  lio  liad  been  ui.al)le  to  lay, 
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Thomas  Godolpliin  could  not  drive  it  down.  In  a 
sort  of  panic — a  panic  caused  by  Lis  own  thoughts — he 
called  for  certain  of  the  books  to  be  brought  to  him. 

Some  of  those,  wanted,  were  in  George  Godolphin's 
room.  It  was  Isaac  Hastings  who  was  sent  in  there  for 
them. 

"  The  books !"  exclaimed  George,  looking  at  Isaac. 

"  Mr.  Godolphin  wants  them,  sir." 

It  was  entirely  out  of  the  common  for  these  books  to 
come  under  the  inspection  (unless  at  periodical  times) 
of  Mr.  Godolphin.  The  very  asking  for  them  implied 
a  doubt  on  George — at  least,  it  sounded  so  to  that 
gentleman's  all-conscious  ears.  He  pointed  out  the 
books  to  Isaac  in  silence,  with  the  feather  end  of  his 
pen. 

Isaac  Hastings  carried  them  to  Mr.  Godolphin,  'and 
left  them  with  him.  ^Ir.  Godolphin  turned  them  rapidly 
over  and  over :  they  appeared,  so  far  as  he  could  see  at 
a  cursory  glance,  to  be  all  right ;  the  balance  on  the 
credit  side  weighty,  the  available  funds  next  door  to 
inexhaustible,  the  bank  altogether  flourishing.  Thomas 
took  greater  shame  to  himself  for  having  doubted  his 
brother.  While  thus  engaged,  an  observation  suddenly 
struck  liim — that  all  the  entries  were  in  George's  hand- 
writing. A  few  minutes  subsequent  to  this,  George 
came  into  the  room. 

"  George,"  he  exclaimed,  "  how  industrious  you  have 
become !" 

"Industrious?"  repeated  George,  looking  round  for 
an  explanation. 

"All  these  entries  are  yours.  Formerly  you  would 
not  have  done  as  much  in  a  year." 

George  laughed.  "  I  had  used  to  be  incorrigibly  idle. 
It  was  well  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf." 
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He — George — was  going  out  of  the  room  again,  but  his 
brother  stopped  him.    ''  Stay  here,  George.   I  want  you." 

Mr.  Godolphin  pointed  to  a  chair  as  he  spoke,  and 
George  sat  down  in  it.  George,  who  seemed  rather  in- 
clined to  have  the  fidgets,  took  out  his  penknife  and 
began  cutting  at  an  offending  nail. 

''  Are  you  in  any  embarrassment,  George  ?" 

*'  In  embarrassment  ?     I !     Oh  dear  no." 

Thomas  paused.  Dropping  his  voice,  he  resumed  in 
a  lower  tone,  but  just  removed  from  a  whisper  : 

"Have  you  paper  flying  about  the  discount  mar- 
kets?" 

George  Godolphin's  fair  face  grew  scarlet.  Was  it 
with  conscious  emotion  ? — or  with  virtuous  indignation  ? 
Thomas  assumed  it  to  be  the  latter.  How  could  he 
give  it  an  opposite  meaning  from  the  indignant  words 
which  it  accompanied.  A  burst  of  indignation  which 
Thomas  stopped. 

"  Stay,  George.  There  is  no  necessity  to  put  yourself 
out.  I  never  supposed  it  to  be  anything  but  false  when 
the  rumom-  of  it  reached  my  ear.  Only  tell  me  the 
truth  quietly." 

Possibly  George  would  have  been  glad  to  tell  the 
truth,  and  get  so  much  of  the  burden  off  his  mind.  But 
he  did  not  dare.  He  might  have  shrunk  from  the  ter- 
rible confession  at  any  time  to  his  kind,  his  good,  his 
upright  brother :  but  things  had  become  too  bad  to  be 
told  to  him  now.  If  the  expose  did  come,  why,  it  must, 
and  there  would  be  no  help  for  it :  tell  him  voluntarily, 
he  could  not.  By  some  great  giant  strokes  of  luck  and 
policy,  it  might  be  averted  yet :  how  necessary,  then,  to 
keep  it  from  Thomas  Godolphin ! 

^•'  The  truth  is,"  said  George,  "  that  I  don't  know  what 
you  mean.     To  what  rumour  are  you  alluding  ?" 
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"  It  has  been  said  that  you  have  a  good  deal  of  paper 
in  the  market.  The  report  was  spoken,  and  it  reached 
my  ears." 

"  It's  not  true.  It's  all  an  invention,"  cried  George, 
vehemently.  "Should  I  be  such  a  fool?  There  are- 
some  people  who  live,  it's  my  beHef,  by  striving  to  work 
ill  to  others.  Mr.  Hastings  was  with  me  this  morning. 
He  had  heard  a  rumour  that  something  was  -sn'ong  with 
the  bank." 

"  With  the  bank !     In  what  way  ?" 

"  Oh,  of  course  people  must  have  gathered  a  version 
of  the  loss  here,  and  interpreted  it  after  their  own  chari- 
table opinions,"  replied  George,  returning  to  his  usual 
careless  mode  of  speech.  "  The  only  plan  is,  to  laugh 
at  them." 

"  As  you  can  at  the  rumour  regarding  you  and  the- 
bills?"  remarked  Thomas. 

'^As  I  can,  and  do,"  answered  easy  George.  Never 
more  easy,  more  apparently  free  from  care  than  in  that 
moment.  Thomas  Godolphin,  truthful  himself,  open  asj 
the  day,  not  glancing  to  the  possibility  that  George 
could  be  deliberately  other\\ise,  felt  all  his  confidence- 
come  back  to  him.  George  went  out,  and  Thomas 
tui'ued  to  the  books  again. 

Yes.  They  were  all  in  order,  all  right.  "With  those^- 
flom'isliiog  statements  before  him,  how  could  he  have 
been  so  foolish  as  to  cast  a  suspicion  on  George  ?  Thomas 
had  a  pen  in  one  hand,  and  the  forefinger  of  the  other 
pointed  to  the  page,  when  his  face  went  white  as  of  one 
in  mortal  agony,  and  the  drops  of  moisture  oozed  out 
upon  his  brow. 

The  same  pain,  which  had  taken  him  occasionally 
before,  had  come  again.  Mortal  agony  in  verity  it 
seemed.     He  dropped  the   pen;    he  lay  back  in  hi^ 
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chair ;  he  thought  he  must  have  fallen  to  the  gronncl. 
How  long  he  so  lay  he  could  not  quite  tell :  not  very 
long  probably,  counting  by  minutes ;  but  counting  by 
pain  long  enough  for  a  lifetime.  Isaac  Hastings,  coming- 
in  with  a  message,  found  him.     Isaac  stood  aghast. 

"  I  am  not  very  well,  Isaac.  Give  me  your  arm.  I 
^vill  go  and  sit  awhile  in  the  dining-room." 

"  ShaU  I  run  over  for  Mr.  Snow,  sir  ?" 

"  No.  I  shall  be  better  soon.  In  fact,  I  am  better,, 
or  I  could  not  talk  to  you.     It  was  a  sudden  pain." 

He  leaned  upon  Isaac  Hastings,  and  gained  the- 
dining-room.  It  was  empty.  Isaac  left  him  there,  and 
proceeded,  unordered,  to  acquaint  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 
He  could  not  find  him. 

"  Mr.  George  is  gone  out,"  said  a  clerk.  "  N'ot  twa 
minutes  ago." 

"  I  had  better  tell  Maria,  then,"  thought  Isaac.  "  He 
does  not  look  fit  to  be  left  alone." 

Speeding  up  the  stairs  to  Maria's  sitting-room,  he 
found  her  in  it,  talking  to  Margery.  Miss  Meta,  in  a 
cool  brown-hoUand  dress  and  a  large  straw  hat,  was- 
dancing  about,  in  glee.     She  danced  up  to  him. 

"  I  am  going  to  the  hayfield  to  make  haycocks,"  said 
she.     "  Will  you  come  ?" 

"Don't  I  wish  I  could  !"  he  replied,  catching  her  up, 
"  It  is  fine  to  be  Miss  Meta  Godolphin  1  to  have  nothing 
to  do  all  day  but  roll  in  the  hay." 

She  struggled  to  get  down.  ^Margery  was  waiting  ta 
depart.  A  terrible  thing  if  i\rargery  should  have  all 
the  rolling  to  herself  and  j\reta  be  left  behind !  They 
went  out,  and  he  turned  to  his  sister. 

*'  Maria,  Mr.  Godolphin  is  in  the  dining-room,  ill.  I 
thought  I'd  come  and  tell  you.  He  looks  too  ill  to  h& 
left." 
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"  Wliat  is  the  matter  with  liiin  ?"  she  asked. 

"  A  sudden  pain,"  he  said.  "  I  happened  to  go  into 
his  room  with  a  message,  and  saw  him.  I  thought  he 
was  dead  at  fii'st ;  he  looked  so  ghastly." 

Maria  hastened  down-stahs.  Thomas,  better  then, 
but  looking  fearfully  ill  still,  leaned  upon  the  arm  of  a 
couch.     Maria  went  up  and  took  his  hand. 

"  Oh,  Thomas,  you  do  look  ill !     What  is  it?" 

He  gazed  into  her  face  with  a  serene  countenance,  a 
quiet  smile.  '^  It  is  only  another  of  my  warnings,  Maria. 
I  have  been  so  much  better  that  I  am  not  sure  but  I 
thought  they  were  gone  for  good." 

Maria  drew  forward  a  chair  and  sat  down  by  liim. 
"  Warnings  ?"  she  repeated. 

"  Of  the  end.  You  must  be  aware,  Maria,  that  I  am 
attacked  with  a  flital  malady." 

Maria  Avas  not  entirely  unaware  of  it,  but  she  had 
never  understood  that  the  fatal  termination  was  in- 
evitable. She  did  not  know  but  he  might  live  to  be 
an  old  man.  "Can  nothing  be  done  for  you?"  she 
breathed. 

"  Nothing." 

Her  eyes  glistened  with  the  rising  tears.  "Oh, 
Thomas !  you  must  not  die !  We  could  none  of  us 
bear  to  lose  you.  George  could  not  do  without  you; 
Janet  could  not ;  I  tliink  I  could  not." 

He  gently  shook  his  head.  "  We  may  not  pick  and 
choose,  Maria — who  shall  stop  here,  and  who  be  taken. 
Those  go  sometimes  who,  seemingly,  can  be  least  best 
spared." 

She  could  scarcely  speak ;  afraid  lest  the  sobs  should 
come,  for  her  heart  was  aching.  "  But  surely  it  is  not 
to  be  speedy  ?"  she  murmured.  "  You  may  live  on  a 
long  while  yet  ?" 
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"  Tlie  doctors  tell  me  I  may  live  on  for  years,  if  I 
keep  myself  tranquil.     I  think  they  are  wrong." 

"Oh,  then,  Thomas,  you  sm-ely  will!"  she  eagerly 
said,  her  cheek  flushing  with  emotion.  "  Who  can  have 
tranquilKty  if  you  cannot  ?" 

How  ignorant  they  both  were  of  the  black  cloud 
looming  right  overhead,  ready  then  to  burst  and  send 
forth  its  sweeping  torrent !  Tranquillity !  Tranquillity 
henceforth  for  Thomas  Godolphin ! 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

gone! 

The  days  passed  on  to  a  certain  Saturday.  Aa 
ominous  Saturday  for  the  family  of  the  Godolphins. 
Eising  rumours,  yague  at  the  best  and  therefore  all  the 
more  dangerous,  had  been  spreading  in  Prior's  Ash  and 
its  neighbourhood.  Some  said  the  bank  had  had  a  loss ; 
some  said  the  bank  Avas  shaky ;  some  said  Mr.  George 
Godolphin  had  been  lending  out  money  from  the  banVs 
fimds ;  some  said  their  London  agents  had  failed ;  some 
actually  said  that  Thomas  Godolphin  was  dead.  The 
various  phases  that  the  rumours  took  were  something 
extravagantly  marvellous :  but  the  whole,  combined, 
whispered  ominously  of  danger.  Only  let  public  fear 
be  thoroughly  aroused,  and  it  would  be  all  over.  It  was 
as  a  train  of  powder  laid,  which  only  wants  one  touch  of 
a  lighted  match  to  set  it  exploding. 

Remittances  arrived  on  the  Saturday  morning,  in  the 
ordinary  course  of  business.  Valuable  remittances. 
Sufficient  for  the  usual  routine  of  the  day:  but  not 
sufficient  for  any  unusual  routine.  On  the  Friday 
afternoon  a  somewhat  untoward  incident  had  occurred, 
A  stranger  presented  himself  at  the  bank  and  demanded 
to  see  jMr.  George  Godolphin.  The  clerk  to  whom  he 
addressed  himself  left  him  standing  at  the  counter  and 
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went  away :  to  acquaint,  as  the  stranger  supposed,  ]\Ir. 
George  Godolphin :  but,  in  point  of  fact,  the  clerk  was 
not  sure  whether  Mr.  George  was  in  or  out.  Finding 
he  was  out,  he  told  3Ir.  Hurde,  who  went  forward :  and 
was  taken  by  the  stranger  for  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 
Xot  personally  kno^ving  (as  it  would  appear)  Mr.  George 
Godolphin,  it  was  a  natural  enough  mistake.  A  staid 
old  gentleman,  with  staid  spectacles,  might  well  be  sup- 
posed by  a  stranger  to  be  one  of  the  firm. 

''  I  have  got  a  claim  upon  you,"  said  the  stranger, 
drawing  a  piece  of  paper  out  of  his  pocket.  ^'  Will  you 
be  so  good  as  settle  it  ?" 

Mr.  Hurde  took  the  paper  and  glanced  over  it.  It  was 
an  accepted  bill,  George  Godolphin's  name  to  it. 

'•  I  cannot  say  anything  about  this,"  Mr.  Hurde  was 
beginning :  but  the  applicant  interrupted  him. 

*'  I  don't  want  anything  said.     I  want  it  paid." 

''You  should  have  heard  me  out,''  rejoined  Mr. 
Hurde.  "I  cannot  say  or  do  anything  in  this  myself: 
you  must  see  Mr.  George  Godolphin.    He  is  out,  but " 

"Come,  none  of  that  gammon !";  interposed  the 
stranger  again,  who  appeared  to  have  come  prepared 
to  enter  upon  contests.  "I  was  warned  there'd  be  a 
bother  over  it :  that  Mr.  George  Godolphin  would  deny 
himself,  and  say  black  was  white  if  necessary.  You 
can't  do  me,  Mr.  George  Godolphin." 

"  You  are  not  taking  me  for  Mr.  George  Godolphin  !" 
exclaimed  the  old  clerk,  uncertain  whether  to  believe 
his  ears. 

"Yes,  I  am  taking  you  for  Mr.  George  Godolphin,'* 
dogo-edly  returned  the  man.  *'AYill  vou  take  up  this 
bill?" 

"I  am  not  Mr.  George  Godolphin.  ]Mr.  George 
Godolphin  will  be  in  presently,  and  you  can  see  him." 
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"  It's  a  do,"  cried  the  stranger.  *'  I  want  this  paid. 
I  know  the  claims  there  are  against  Mr.  George 
Godolphin,  and  I  have  come  all  the  way  from  town 
to  enforce  mine.  I  don't  want  to  come  in  with  the 
ruck  of  his  creditors,  who^ll  get  a  sixpence  in  the  poimd, 
maybe." 

A  very  charmins:  annomicement  to  be  made  in  a 
banking-house.  The  clerks  pricked  up  their  ears ;  the 
two  or  three  customers  who  were  present  turned  round 
from  the  counters  and  listened  for  more :  for  the  civil 
gentleman  had  not  deemed  it  necessary  to  speak  in  a 
subdued  tone.  ]Mi'.  Hurde,  scared  out  of  his  propriety, 
in  mortal  fear  lest  anything  worse  might  come,  hurried 
the  man  to  a  safe  place,  and  left  liim  there  to  await  the 
entrance  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin. 

Whether  this  incident,  mentioned  outside  (as  it  was 
sure  to  be),  put  the  finishing  touch  to  the  rumours 
already  in  circulation,  cannot  be  known.  Neither  was 
it  known  to  those  interested,  what  Mr.  George  did  with 
his  loud  and  uncompromising  customer,  when  he  at 
length  entered  and  admitted  him  to  an  interview.  It 
is  possible  that  but  for  tliis  untoward  application,  the 
crash  might  not  have  come  quite  so  soon. 

Saturday  morning  rose  busily,  as  was  usual  at  Prior's 
Ash.  However  stagnant  the  to^vn  might  be  on  other 
days,  Saturday  was  always  full  of  life  and  bustle.  Prior's 
Ash  was  renowned  for  its  grain  market;  and  dealers 
from  all  parts  of  the  country  flocked  in  to  attend  it. 
But  on  this  morning  some  unusual  excitement  appeared 
to  be  stirring  the  to^Mi ;  natives  and  visitors.  People 
stood  about  in  groups,  talking,  listening,  asking  ques- 
tions, consulting :  and  as  the  morning  hours  wore  on,  an 
unwonted  stream  appeared  to  be  setting  in  towards  the 
house  of  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin.     Whether 
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the  reports  might  be  true  or  false,  there'd  be  no  harm 
just  to  draw  their  money  out,  and  be  on  the  safe  side, 
was  the  mental  remark  made  by  hundreds.  Could  put 
it  in  again  when  the  stoim  had  blown  over — if  it  proved 
to  be  only  a  false  alarm. 

Under  these  circumstances  it  was  little  wonder  that 
the  bank  was  unusually  favoured  with  visitors.  One 
strange  feature  in  their  application  was,  that  they  all 
wanted  to  draw  out  money ;  not  a  soul  came  to  pay  any 
in.  George  Godolphin,  fully  aware  of  the  state  of 
things,  alive  to  the  danger,  was  present  in  person,  his 
words  gracious,  his  bearing  easy,  his  smile  gay  as  ever. 
Only  to  look  at  him  eased  some  of  them  of  half  their 
doubt. 

But  it  did  not  stop  their  cheques,  and  old  Hurde 
(whatever  George  may  have  done)  grew  paralysed  with 
fear. 

"For  the  love  of  Heaven,  send  for  Mr.  Godolphin, 
sir !"  he  whispered.  "  We  can't  go  on  long  at  this 
rate." 

"  What  good  can  he  do  ?"  returned  George. 

"  Mr.  George,  he  ought  to  be  sent  to ;  to  be  let  known 
what's  going  on  ;  it  is  an  imperative  duty,"  remon- 
strated the  clerk,  in  a  strangely  severe^  tone.  "  In  fact, 
sir,  if  you  don't  send,  I  must.  I  am  responsible  to 
him." 

"Send,  then,"  said  George.  "I  only  thought  to 
spare  him  vexation." 

]Mr.  Hurde  beckoned  Isaac  Hastings.  "  Fly  for  your 
life  up  to  Ashlydyat,  and  see  Mr.  Godolphin,"  he 
breathed  in  his  ear.  "  Tell  him  there's  a  run  upon  the 
bank.'* 

Isaac,  passing  through  the  bank  ^vith  apparent  un- 
concern, easy  and  careless  as  if  he  had  taken  a  leaf 
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from  the  book  of  George  Goclolpliin,  did  not  let  the  grass 
grow  under  his  feet  when  he  was  out.  But,  instead  of 
turning  towards  Ashlydyat,  he  took  the  way  to  All 
Souls'  rectory. 

Getting  there  panting  and  breathless,  he  dashed  in, 
and  dashed  against  his  brother  Keginald,  not  five 
minutes  arrived  from  a  two  years'  absence  at  sea. 
♦Scarcely  affording  half  a  moment  to  a  passing  greeting, 
he  was  hastening  out  of  the  room  again  in  search  of  his 
father. 

"Do  you  call  that  a  welcome,  Isaac?"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Hastings,  in  a  surprised  and  reproving  tone. 
^'Where's  your  hm-ry?  One  would  think  you  were 
upon  an  errand  of  life  and  death." 

"  So  I  am :  it  is  little  short  of  it,"  he  replied,  in 
agitation.  "  Regy,  don't  stop  me :  you  will  know  all 
soon.     Is  my  fither  in  his  room  ?" 

"He  is  gone  out,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings. 

"Gone  out!"  The  words  sounded  like  a  knell. 
Unless  his  father  hastened  to  the  bank,  he  might  be  a 
ruined  man.     "AVhere's  he  gone,  mother*    ' 

"  My  dear,  I  have  not  the  least  idea.  "What  is  the 
matter  with  you  ?" 

Isaac  took  one  instant's  dismayed  counsel  with  him- 
self: he  had  not  time  for  more.  Jle  could  not  go  in 
search  of  him :  he  must  hasten  to  Ashlydyat.  He 
looked  up :  laid  summary  hold  of  his  sister  Rose,  put  her 
outside  the  door,  closed  it,  and  set  his  back  against  it. 

"  Reginald,  listen  to  me.  You  must  go  out  and  find 
/my  father.  Search  for  him  everywhere.  Tell  him 
there's  a  run  upon  the  bank,  and  he  must  be  in  haste  if 
he  would  make  himself  safe.  Mother,  could  you  look 
for  him  as  well  ?  The  Chisholms'  money  is  there,  you 
know,  and  it  would  be  nothing  but  ruin." 
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IVIrs.  Hastings  gazea  at  Isaac  ^vitli  woncleriug  eyes, 
puzzled  with  perplexity. 

"  Don't  you  understand,  mother  ?"  he  urged.  " /can't 
look  for  liim :  I  ought  not  to  have  come  out  of  my 
way  as  far  as  here.  He  must  be  found,  so  do  your 
best,  Eeginald  Of  course  you  will  be  cautious  to  say 
nothing  abroad:  I  put  out  Rose  that  she  might  not 
hear." 

Opening  the  door  again,  passing  the  indignant  Eose 
without  so  much  as  a  word,  Isaac  sped  across  the  road, 
and  dashed  through  some  cross-fields  and  lanes  to 
Ashlydyat.  His  detour  had  not  liindered  him  above 
three  or  four  minutes,  for  he  went  at  the  pace  of  a 
steam-engine.  He  considered  it — as  Hurde  had  said 
by  Mr.  Godolphin — an  imperative  duty  to  warn  his 
father.  Thomas  Godolphin  was  not  up  when  he  got 
to  Ashlydyat.  It  was  only  between  ten  and  eleven 
o'clock. 

"  I  must  see  him,  Miss  Godolphin,"  he  said  to  Janet. 
'  It  is  imperative." 

By  words  or  by  actions  putting  aside  obstacles,  he 
stood  within  Thomas  Godolphin's  chamber.  The  latter 
had  passed  a  night  of  suffering,  its  traces  remaining  on 
his  countenance. 

"I  shall  be  down  at  the  bank  some  time  in  the  course 
of  the  day,  Isaac ;  though  I  am  scarcely  equal  to  it,"  he 
observed,  as  soon  as  he  saw  him.  "  Am  I  wanted  for 
anything  in  particular  ?" 

'•'I — I — am  sent  up  to  tell  you  bad  news,  sir,"  replied 
Isaac,  feeling  the  communication  an  unpleasant  one  to 
make.     There's  a  run  upon  the  bank." 

"A  run  upon  the  bank !"  repeated  Thomas  Godolphin, 
scarcely  believing  the  information. 

Isaac   explained.      A  complete  run.      For   the  last 
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lioui',  ever  since  tlie  bank  opened,  people  had  been 
tlirono^ino^  in. 

Thomas  paused.  "  I  cannot  imagine  what  can  have 
led  to  it,"  he  resumed.     ^'Is  my  brother  visible  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,  sir." 

"  That  is  well.  He  can  assure  them  all  that  we  are 
solvent :  that  there  is  no  fear.  Have  the  remittances 
come  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  But  they  will  be  nothing,  Mr.  Hurde  says, 
with  a  run  like  this." 

"Be  so  kind  as  touch  that  bell  for  me,  Isaac,  to 
bring  up  my  servant.  I  will  be  at  the  bank  imme- 
diately." 

Isaac  rang  the  bell,  quitted  the  room,  and  hastened 
back.  The  bank  was  fuller  than  ever :  and  its  coffers 
must  be  getting  low. 

"Do  you  happen  to  know  whether  my  father  has 
been  in?"  he  whispered  to  Layton,  next  to  whom  he 
stood. 

Layton  shook  his  head  to  express  a  negative.  "I 
think  not.     I  have  not  observed  him." 

Isaac  stood  upon  thorns.  He  might  not  quit  his  post. 
Every  time  the  doors  swung  to  and  fro — and  they  were 
incessantly  swinging — he  looked  for  Mr.  Hastings.  But 
he  looked  in  vain.  By-and-by  Mr.  Hurde  came  for- 
ward, a  note  in  his  hand.  "  Put  on  your  hat,  Layton,  and 
take  this  round,"  said  he.     "  Wait  for  an  answer." 

"  Let  me  take  it,"  almost  shouted  Isaac.  And,  with- 
out waiting  for  assent  or  dissent,  he  seized  the  note  from 
Mr.  Hurde's  hand,  caught  up  his  hat,  and  was  gone. 
Thomas  Godolphin  was  stejiping  from  his  carriage  as  he 
passed  out. 

Isaac  had  not,  this  time,  to  go  out  of  his  way.  The 
delivery  of  the  note  would  necessitate  his  passing  the 
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rectory.     "  Eose  !"  he  uttered,  out  of  breath  with  agita- 
tion as  he  had  been  before,  "  is  papa  not  in  ?" 

Eose  was  sitting  there  alone.  "No,"  she  answered. 
*^  Mamma  and  Eeginald  went  out  just  after  you.  Where 
did  you  send  them  to  ?" 

"  Then  they  can't  iind  him !"  muttered  Isaac  to  him- 
self, speeding  off  again,  and  giving  Eose  no  answer. 
"  It  will  be  nothing  but  ruin." 

A  few  steps  farther,  and  whom  should  he  see  but 
his  father.  The  Eeverend  Mr.  Hastings  was  coming 
leisurely  across  the  fields,  from  the  very  direction  which 
Isaac  had  previously  travelled.  He  had  probably  been 
to  the  Pollard  cottages :  he  did  sometimes  take  that 
round.  Hedges  and  ditches  were  nothing  to  Isaac  in 
the  moment's  excitement,  and  he  leaped  one  of  each  to 
get  to  him :  it  cut  off  a  step  or  two. 

^'' Where  were  you  going  an  hour  ago?"  called  out 
Mr.  Hastings  before  they  met.  "You  ^,vere  flying  as 
swift  as  the  wind." 

"  Oh,  father !"  wailed  out  Isaac,  "  did  you  see 
me?" 

"  What  should  hinder  me  ?    I  was  at  old  Satcherly's.' 

'•  If  you  had  but  come  out  to  me !  I  would  rather 
have  seen  you  then,  than — than  heaven,"  he  panted. 
"There's  a  run  upon  the  bank.  If  you  don't  make  haste 
and  draw  out  your  money,  you'll  be  too  late." 

Mr.  Hastings  laid  his  hand  upon  Isaac's  arm.  It  may 
be  that  he  did  not  comprehend  him ;  for  his  utterance 
was  rapid  and  full  of  emotion.  Isaac,  in  his  impulsive 
eagerness,  shook  it  off. 

"  There's  not  a  moment  to  lose,  father.  I  don't  f\incy 
they  can  keep  on  paying  long.     Half  the  town's  there.'' 

Without  another  word  of  delay,  Mr.  Hastings  turned 
and  sped  along  with  a  step  nearly  as  fleet  as  Isaac's. 

s  2 
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When  lie  reached  the  bank  the  shutters  were  being  put 
up. 

"  The  bank  has  stopped,"  said  an  officious  bystander 
to  the  rector. 

It  was  even  so.  The  bank  had  stopped.  The  good 
old  firm  of  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin  had 
GONE  ! 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

MURMURS  ;   AND  CURIOUS  DOUBTS. 

We  liear  talk  now  and  again  of  banks  breaking,  and 
we  give  to  the  sufferers  a  passing  sympathy ;  but  none 
can  realise  the  calamity  in  its  full  and  awful  meaning, 
save  those  who  are  eye-witnesses  of  the  distress  it 
entails,  or  who  own,  unhappily,  a  personal  share  in  it. 
When  the  Eeverend  Mr.  Hastings  walked  into  the 
bank  of  Godolphin,  Crosse,  and  Godolphin,  he  knew 
that  the  closing  of  the  shutters,  then  in  act  and  process, 
was  the  symbol  of  a  fearful  misfortune,  which  would 
shake  to  its  centre  the  happy  security  of  Prior's  Ash. 
The  thought  struck  him,  even  in  the  midst  of  his  own 
suspense  and  perplexity. 

One  of  the  fii'st  faces  he  saw  was  Mr.  Hurde's.  He 
made  his  way  to  him.  "I  wish  to  draw  my  money 
out,"  he  said. 

The  old  clerk  shook  his  head.  "  It's  too  late,  sir." 
Mr.  Hastings  leaned  his  elbow  on  the  counter,  and 
approached  his  face  nearer  to  the  clerk's.  "  I  don't 
care  (comparatively  speaking)  for  my  own  money; 
that  which  you  have  held  so  long ;  but  I  must  have 
refunded  to  me  what  has  been  just  paid  in  to  my 
account,  but  which  is  none  of  mine.  The  nine  thousand 
pounds." 
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Mr.  Hiircle  paused  ere  he  replied,  as  if  the  words 
puzzled  him.  "Xme  thousand  pounds!"  he  repeated. 
"  There  has  been  no  nine  thousand  pounds  paid  in  to 
your  account." 

"  There  has,"  was  the  reply  of  Mr.  Hastings,  given 
in  a  sharp,  distinct  tone.  "I  paid  it  in  myself,  and 
hold  the  receipt." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  said  the  clerk,  dubiously ; 
"  I  had  your  account  under  my  eye  this  morning,  sir, 
and  saw  nothing  of  it.  But  there's  no  fear,  Mr. 
Hastings,  as  I  hope  and  trust,"  he  added,  confidentially : 
"  we  have  telegraphed  up  for  remittances,  and  expect  a 
messenger  down  with  them  before  the  day's  out." 

'•  You  are  closing  the  bank,"  remarked  Mr.  Hastings, 
in  answering  argument. 

"  We  are  obliged  to  do  that.  We  had  not  an  ever- 
perpetual  renewing  fountain  of  funds  here ;  and  you 
see  how  people  have  been  thronging  in.  On  Monday 
morning  I  hope  the  bank  will  be  open  again ;  and  in  a 
condition  to  restore  full  confidence." 

Mr.  Hastings  felt  a  slight  ray  of  reassurance.  But 
he  would  have  felt  a  greater  had  the  nine  thousand 
pounds  been  handed  to  him,  there  and  then.  He  said 
so  :  in  fact,  he  pressed  the  matter.  How  ineffectually, 
the  next  words  of  the  clerk  told  him. 

"We  have  paid  away  all  we  had,  Mr.  Hastings," 
he  whispered.  "  There's  not  a  penny-piece  left  in  the 
coffers." 

"You  have  paid  the  accounts  of  applicants  in  full, 
I  presume  ?" 

"  Yes :  up  to  the  time  that  our  funds,  in  hand,  lasted 
to  do  it." 

"  Was  that  just  ? — to  the  body  of  creditors  ?"  asked 
the  rector,  in  a  severe  tone. 
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"  Where  was  the  help  for  it  ? — unless  we  had  stopped 
when  the  run  began  ?" 

''  It  would  have  been  the  more  equable  way — if  you 
were  to  stop  at  all,"  remarked  Mr.  Hastings. 

"  But  we  did  not  know  we  should  stop.  How  was  it 
possible  to  foresee  that  this  panic  was  about  to  arise  ? 
Sir,  all  I  can  say  is,  I  hope  that  Monday  morning  w^ll 
see  you,  and  every  other  creditor,  paid  in  full." 

Mr.  Hastings  was  pushed  away  from  the  counter. 
Panic-stricken  creditors  were  crowding  there,  clamour- 
ing to  be  paid.  Mr.  Hastings  elbowed  his  way  clear  of 
the  throng,  and  stood  back.  Stood  in  the  deepest 
perplexity  and  care.  AMiat,  if  that  orphan  money,  - 
intrusted  to  his  hands,  should  be  gone?  His  brow 
grew  hot  at  the  thought. 

Not  so  hot  as  other  brows  there  :  brows  of  men 
gifted  with  less  equable  temperament  than  that  owned 
by  the  rector  of  All  Souls'.  One  gentleman  came  in, 
and  worked  his  way  to  the  front,  the  perspiration 
pouring  off  him,  as  from  one  in  his  sharp  agony. 

"I  want  my  money!"  he  cried.  "I  shall  be  a 
bankrupt  next  week  if  I  can't  get  my  money." 

"  1  want  my  money !"  cried  a  quieter  voice  at  his 
elbow:  and  Mr.  Hastings  recognised  the  speaker  as 
Barnaby,  the  corn-dealer. 

They  received  the  same  answer ;  the  answer  which 
was  being  reiterated  in  so  many  parts  of  the  large  room, 
in  return  to  the  same  demand.  The  bank  had  been 
compelled  to  suspend  its  payments  for  the  moment. 
But  remittances  were  sent  for,  and  would  be  down,  if 
not  that  day,  by  Monday  morning. 

"When  I  paid  in  my  two  thousand  pounds  a  few 
days  ago,  I  asked,  before  I'd  leave  it,  whether  it  was  all 
safe,"  said  Mr.  Barnabv,  his  tone  one  of  wailing  distress, 
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though  quiet  still.  But,  quiet  as  it  was,  it  was  heard 
distinctly,  for  the  people  hushed  their  murmurs  to 
listen  to  it.  The  prevalent  feeling,  for  the  most  j)art, 
was  exasperation :  and  any  downright  good  cause  of 
complaint  against  the  bank  and  its  management,  would 
have  been  half  as  welcome  to  the  unfortunate  mal- 
contents as  their  money.     Mr.  Barnaby  continued : 

"  I  had  heard  a  rumour  that  the  bank  wasn't  right. 
I  heard  it  at  Kutt's.  And  I  came  down  here  with  the 
two  thousand  pounds  in  my  hand,  and  I  saw  Mr. 
George  Godolphin  in  his  private  room.  He  told  me  it 
was  right :  that  there  was  nothing  the  matter  with  the 
bank :  and  I  left  the  money.  I  am  not  given  to  use 
hard  words ;  but,  if  I  don't  get  it  paid  back  to  me, 
I  shall  say  I  have  been  swindled  out  of  it." 

"  Mr.  George  couldn't  have  told  that  there'd  be  this 
run  upon  the  bank,  sir,"  replied  a  clerk,  making  the 
best  answer  that  he  could,  the  most  plausible  excuse  : 
as  all  the  clerks  had  to  exert  their  wits  to  do,  that  day. 
"  The  bank  was  all  right  then." 

''  If  it  was  all  right  then,  why  isn't  it  all  right  now  ?" 
roared  a  chorus  of  angry  voices.  "Banks  don't  get 
wrong  in  a  day." 

"Why  did  Mr.  George  Godolphin  pass  his  word  to 
me  that  it  was  safe  ?"  repeated  Mr.  Barnaby,  as  though 
he  had  not  heard  the  refutiug  arguments.  "I  should 
not  have  left  my  money  here,  but  for  that." 

The  rector  of  All  Souls'  stood  his  ground  behind,  and 
listened.  But  that  George  Godolphin  was  his  daughter's 
husband,  he  would  have  echoed  the  complaint:  that, 
but  for  liis  positive  assertion  of  the  bank's  solvency, 
he  should  not  have  left  his  money  there — the  trust- 
money  of  the  little  Chisholms. 

When  the  bank  had  virtually  closed,  the  order  gone 
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forth  to  ]3ut  up  the  shutters,  Mr.  Godolphin  had  rethed 
to  an  inner  room.  These  clamorous  people  had  pushed 
in  since,  in  defiance  of  the  assm-ance  that  business  for 
the  day  was  over.  Some  of  them  demanded  to  see  Mr. 
Godolphin.  Mr.  Hurde  declined  to  introduce  them  to 
him.  In  doing  so,  he  was  acting  on  his  own  respon- 
sibility :  perhaps  to  save  that  gentleman  vexation, 
perhaps  out  of  consideration  for  his  state  of  health. 
He  knew  that  his  master,  perplexed  and  astounded 
with  the  state  of  affairs,  could  only  answer  them  as  he 
did — that  on  Monday  morning,  all  being  well,  the  bank 
would  be  open  for  business  again.  Did  any  under- 
current of  doubt  that  this  would  be  the  case,  run  in  Mr. 
Hurde's  own  heart  ?  If  it  did,  he  kept  it  down,  refusing 
to  admit  it  even  to  himself.  One  thing  is  certain : 
ulitil  that  unpleasant  episode  of  the  previous  day,  when 
the  rough,  unknown  man  had  applied  so  loudly  and 
inopportunely  for  money,  Mr.  Hurde  would  have  been 
ready  to  answer  with  his  own  life  for  the  solvency  of 
the  house  of  Godolphin.  He  had  believed,  not  only  in 
the  ability  of  the  house  to  meet  its  demands  and 
liabilities,  but  to  meet  them,  if  needful,  twice  over. 
That  man's  words,  reflecting  upon  Mr.  George  Go- 
dolphin, grated  on  Mr.  Hurde's  ears  at  the  time,  and 
they  had  gi'ated  on  his  memory  since.  But,  so  far  as 
he  could,  he  had  beaten  them  down. 

The  crowd  were  got  rid  of.  They  became  at  length 
aware  that  stopping  there  would  not  answer  their  pur- 
pose in  any  way,  would  not  do  them  good.  They  were 
fain  to  content  themselves  with  that  uncertain  assur- 
ance, touching  Monday  morning,  and  went  out,  the 
door  being  immediately  barred  upon  them.  If  the 
catastrophe  of  the  day  was  unpleasant  for  the  prin- 
cipals, it  was  not  much  less  unpleasant  for  the  clerks : 


266  THE    SHADOW   OF   ASHLYDYAT. 

and  tliev  lost  no  time  in  closins;  the  entrance  wlien  the 
opportunity  came.  The  only  one  who  had  remained 
was  the  rector  of  All  Souls'. 

"  I  must  see  ]\Ir.  Godolphin,"  said  he. 

"  You  can  see  him,  sir,  of  course,"  was  Mr.  Hurde's 
answer.  Mr.  Hastings  was  different  from  the  mob  just 
got  rid  of.  He  had,  so  to  say,  a  right  of  admittance  to 
the  presence  of  the  principals  in  a  threefold  sense : 
as  a  creditor,  as  then*  spiiitual  pastor,  and  as  a  near 
connexion ;  a  right  which  a\Ir.  Hurde  would  not  pre- 
sume to  dispute. 

"  Mr.  Godolphin  will  see  you,  I  am  sure,  sir,"  he 
continued,  leading  the  way  from  the  room  towards 
Thomas  Godolphin's.  ^'  He  would  have  seen  every  soul 
that  asked  for  him,  of  those  now  gone  out.  I  knew 
that,  and  that's  why  I  wouldn't  let  their  messages  be 
taken  to  liim.  Where  would  have  been  the  use,  to- 
day?" 

Thomas  Godolphin  was  sitting  alone,  very  busily 
occupied,  as  it  appeared,  with  books.  Mr.  Hastings 
cast  a  raj^id  glance  round  the  room,  but  George  was  not 
in  it. 

It  was  not  two  minutes  previously  that  George  had 
left  it,  and  ]\Ir.  Hastings  only  escaped  seeing  him  by 
those  two  minutes.  George  had  stood  there,  condoling 
with  Thomas  upon  the  untow-ard  event  of  the  day,  appa- 
rently as  perplexed  as  Thomas  was,  to  account  for  its 
cause :  and  apparently  as  hopeful ;  nay,  as  positive  ; 
that  ample  funds  would  be  down  ere  the  day  should 
close,  to  apply  theii'  healing  remedy. 

"  Mr.  Godolphin,  I  have  been  asking  Hurde  for  my 
money,"  were  the  first  words  uttered  by  the  rector. 
"  Will  you  not  give  it  me  ?" 

Thomas  Godolphin  turned  his  earnest  eyes,  terribly 
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sad  then,  on  Mr.  Hastings,  a  strangely  yearning  look  in 
tlieir  liglit.  "  I  wish  I  could,"  he  answered.  "  But, 
even  were  it  a  thing  possible  for  us  to  do — to  give  you  a 
preference  over  others — it  is  not  in  our  power.  All  the 
funds  in  hand  are  paid  out." 

The  rector  did  not  go  over  the  old  ground  of  argu- 
ment, as  he  had  to  Mr.  Hurde — that  it  was  unfair  to 
give  the  earlier  comers  preference.  It  would  answer  no 
end  now:  and  he  was,  besides,  aware  that  he  might 
have  been  among  those  earlier  applicants,  but  for  some 
cross-grained  fate,  wliicli  had  taken  him  out  of  the  way 
to  the  Pollard  cottages,  and  restrained  him  from  speak- 
ing to  Isaac,  when  he  saw  him  fly  past.  Whether  Mr. 
Hastings  would  have  got  his  nine  thousand  pounds  is 
another  matter.  More  especially  if — as  had  been  as- 
serted by  ]\Ir.  Hurde — the  fact  of  the  payment  did  not 
appear  in  the  books. 

"  Where  is  George  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hastings. 

"  He  has  gone  to  the  telegraph-office,"  replied 
Thomas  Godolphin.  "  There  has  been  more  than  time 
for  answers  to  arrive — to  be  brought  here — since  our 
telegrams  went  up.  George  grew  impatient,  and  is 
gone  to  the  station." 

"  I  wish  to  ask  him  how  he  could  so  have  deceived 
me,"  resumed  the  rector.  "  He  assured  me  but  yester- 
day, as  it  were,  that  the  bank  was  perfectly  safe." 

"As  he  no  doubt  thought.  Nothing  would  have 
been  the  matter,  but  for  this  run.  There's  quite  a 
panic  in  Prior's  Ash,  I  am  told  ;  but  what  can  have 
caused  it,  I  know  not.  8ome  deeds  of  value  belonging 
to  Lord  Averil  have  been  lost  or  mislaid,  and  the  report 
of  that  may  have  got  about :  but  why  it  should  have 
caused  this  fear,  is  to  me  utterly  incomprehensible. 
I  would  have  assured  you  myself  yesterday,  had  you 
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asked  me,  that  Ave  were  perfectly  safe  and  solvent. 
That  we  are  so  still,  will  be  proved  on  Monday 
morning." 

The  Eeverend  Mr.  Hastings  bent  forward  his  head. 
"  It  would  be  worse  than  ruin  to  me,  Mr.  Godolphin. 
I  should  be  held  responsible  for  the  Chisholms'  money  ; 
should  be  called  upon  to  refund  it:  and  I  have  no 
means  of  doing  so.  I  dare  not  contemplate  the  posi- 
tion." 

"AVhat  are  you  talking  of?"  asked  Thomas  Gro- 
dolphin.  "  I  do  not  understand.  We  hold  no  money 
belono^ino:  to  the  Chisholms." 

"  Indeed  you  do,"  was  the  reply.  "  You  had  it  all. 
I  paid  in  the  proceeds  of  the  sale,  nine  thousand  and 
forty-five  pounds." 

Mr.  Godolphin  paused  at  the  assertion,  looking  at  the 
rector,  somewhat  in  the  manner  that  his  head  clerk  had 
done.     "  When  did  you  pay  it  in  ?"  he  inquired. 

^'  A  few  days  ago.  I  brought  it  in  the  evening,  after 
banking  hours.  Brierley  came  over  from  Binham  and 
paid  it  to  me  in  cash,  and  I  brought  it  here  at  once. 
It  was  a  large  sum  to  keep  in  the  house.  As  things 
have  turned  out,  I  wish  I  had  kept  it,"  concluded  the 
rector,  speaking  plainly. 

"  Paid  it  to  George  ?" 

'*  Yes.  Maria  was  present.  I  have  his  receipt  for  it, 
Mr.  Godolphin,"  added  the  rector.  "You  almost  ap- 
pear to  doubt  the  fact.  As  Hurde  did,  when  I  spoke  to 
him  just  now.     He  said  it  did  not  appear  in  the  books." 

"  Neither  does  it,"  replied  Thomas  Godolphin. 
"  But  I  do  not  doubt  you,  now  you  tell  me  of  the  transac- 
tion.    George  must  have  omitted  to  enter  it." 

That  "omission"  began  to  work  in  the  minds  of 
both,  more  than  either  cared  to  tell.    Thomas  Godolphin 
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was  marvelling  at  his  brother's  reprehensible  careless- 
ness :  the  rector  of  All  Souls'  was  beginning  to  wonder 
whether  "  carelessness "  was  the  deepest  sin  about  to 
be  laid  open  in  the  conduct  of  George  G-odolphin. 
Very  unpleasant  doubts,  he  could  scarcely  tell  why, 
were  rising  up  within  him.  His  keen  eye  searched  the 
countenance  of  Thomas  Godolphin  :  but  he  read  nothing 
there  to  confirm  his  doubts.  On  the  contrary,  that 
countenance,  save  for  the  great  sorrow  and  vexation 
upon  it,  was,  as  it  ever  was,  clear  and  open  as  the  day. 
Not  yet,  not  quite  yet,  had  the  honest  faith  of  years, 
reposed  by  Thomas  Godolphin  in  his  brother,  been 
shaken.  Yery,  very  soon  was  it  to  come  :  not  the 
faith  to  be  simply  shaken,  but  rudely  destroyed :  blasted 
for  ever  ;  like  a  tree  torn  up  by  the  lightning. 

It  was  of  no  use  for  Mr.  Hastings  to  remain.  All  the 
satisfaction  to  be  obtained  was — the  confidently  ex- 
pressed hope  that  Monday  would  set  things  straight. 
*^It  would  be  utter  ruin  to  me,  you  know,"  he  said,  as 
he  rose. 

"It  would  be  ruin  to  numbers,"  replied  Thomas 
Godolphin.  "  I  pray  you,  do  not  glance  at  anything  so 
terrible.  There  is  no  cause  for  it ;  there  is  not  indeed : 
our  resources  are  ample.  I  can  only  say  that  I  should 
wish  I  had  died  long  ago,  rather  than  have  lived  to 
witness  such  ruin,  brought  upon  others,  through  us." 

Lord  Averil  was  asking  to  see  Thomas  Godolphin, 
and  entered  his  presence  as  Mr.  Hastings  left  it.  He 
came  in,  all  impulse.  It  appeared  that  he  had  gone 
for  a  ride  that  morning  after  breakfast,  and  knew 
nothuig  of  the  tragedy  then  being  enacted  in  the  to^^-n. 
Do  you  think  the  Avord  too  strong  a  one — tragedy  ? 
Wait  and  see  its  effects.  In  passing  the  bank  on  his 
return,    Lord    Averil    saw   the   shutters   up.       In   the 
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moment's  sliock,  his  fears  flew  to  Thomas  Godolphin. 
He  forgot  that  the  death,  even  of  the  principal,  would  not 
cause  the  closing  of  a  bank  for  business.  Lord  Averil, 
a  peer,  having  nothing  to  do  with  business  and  its  ways, 
may  have  been  excused  the  mistake. 

He  puUed  short  up,  and  sat  staring  at  the  bank,  his 
heart  beating,  his  face  growing  hot.  But  the  previous 
day  he  had  seen  Thomas  Godolphin  in  health  (com- 
paratively speaking)  and  life  ;  and  now — could  he  be 
dead  ?  Casting  his  eyes  on  the  stragglers  gathered  on 
the  pavement  before  the  banking  doors  —  an  unusual 
number  of  stragglers,  though  Lord  Averil  was  too  much 
occupied  with  other  thoughts  to  take  note  of  the  fact — 
he  leaned  down  and  addressed  one  of  them.  It  hap- 
pened to  be  Eutt  the  lawyer,  who  in  passing  had  stopped 
to  talk  with  the  groups  gathered  there.  Why  did  groups 
gather  there  ?  The  bank  was  hermetically  sealed  for 
the  rest  of  the  day,  nothing  to  be  obtained  from  its 
aspect  but  blank  solid  walls  and  a  blank  solid  door. 
What  good  did  it  do  people  to  halt  there  and  stare  at  it  ? 
What  good  does  it  do  them  to  halt  before  a  house 
where  murder  has  been  committed,  and  stare  at  that  ? 

The  Viscount  Averil  bent  from  his  horse  to  Eutt  the 
lawyer.  "  What  has  happened  ?  Is  Mr.  Godolphin 
dead?" 

"  Jt  is  not  that,  my  lord.     The  bank  has  stopped." 

"  The  —  bank  —  has stopped  ?"    repeated   Lord 

Averil,  making  a  pause  before  each  word,  in  liis  asto- 
nishment, and  a  greater  pause  before  the  last. 

"  Half  an  hour  ago,  my  lord.  There  has  been  a  run 
upon  it  this  morning  ;  and,  now  that  they  have  paid  out 
all  their  funds,  they  are  obliged  to  stop." 

Lord  Averil  could  not  recover  his  consternation. 
"  What  occasioned  the  run  ?"  he  asked. 
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"  Well — your  lordship  must  understand  that  rumours 
got  abroad.-  I  heard  them,  days  ago.  Some  say,  now, 
that  they  had  no  foundation,  and  that  the  bank  will 
resume  business  on  Monday  as  usual,  when  remittances 
arrive.  The  telegraph  has  been  at  work  pretty  well 
for  the  house  the  last  hour,  or  so,"  concluded  Mr. 
Kutt. 

Lord  Averil  leaj)ed  from  his  horse,  gave  it  to  a  lad  to 
hold,  and  went  round  to  the  private  door.  Thence  he 
was  admitted,  as  you  have  seen,  to  the  presence  of 
Thomas  Godolphin.  Not  of  his  own  loss  had  he  gone 
to  speak — the  sixteen  thousand  pounds  involved  in  the 
disappearance  of  the  deeds — and  which,  if  the  bank 
ceased  its  payments,  might  never  be^  refunded  to  him. 
No.  Although  he  saw  the  premises  closed,  and  heard 
that  the  bank  had  stopped,  not  a  doubt  crossed  Lord 
Averil  of  its  real  stability.  That  the  run  upon  it  had 
caused  its  temporary  suspension,  and  that  all  would  be 
made  right  on  the  Monday,  as  Mr.  Eutt  had  suggested, 
he  fully  believed.  The  bank  held  other  deeds  of  Lord 
Averil's,  and  a  little  money :  not  much,  his  present 
account  was  not  great.  The  deeds  were  safe;  the 
money  might  be  imperilled. 

"  I  never  heard  of  it  until  this  moment,"  he  impul- 
sively cried,  clasping  the  hand  of  Thomas  Godolphin. 
"In  returning  now  from  a  ride,  I  saw  the  shutters 
closed,  and  learned  what  had  happened.  There  has 
been  a  run  upon  the  bank,  I  understand." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Thomas,  in  a  subdued  tone,  that  told 
of  mental  pain.     "  It  is  a  very  untoward  thing." 

"  But  what  induced  it  ?" 

"  I  cannot  imagine.  Unless  it  was  the  rumour,  which 
no  doubt  got  spread,  of  the  loss  of  your  deeds.  I  suppose 
it  was  that :  magnified  in  the  telling,  possibly,  into  the 
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loss  of  half  the  coffers  of  the  bank.  Panics  have  arisen 
from  far  less  slighter  causes ;  as  those,  versed  in  the 
money  market,  could  tell  you." 

"  But  how  foolish  people  must  be  !" 

"  When  a  panic  arises,  people  are  not  themselves," 
remarked  Thomas  Godolphin.  "One  catches  up  the 
fear  from  another,  as  they  catch  an  epidemic.  I  wish 
our  friends  and  customers  had  had  more  confidence  in 
us.     But  I  cannot  blame  them." 

'^They  are  saying,  outside,  that  business  will  be 
resumed." 

''Yes.  As  soon  as  we  can  get  remittances  down. 
Sunday  intervenes,  and  of  course  nothing  can  be  done 
until  Monday." 

"  Well  now,  my  friend,  can  I  help  you  ?"  rejoined 
Lord  Averil.  "  I  am  a  richer  man  than  the  world  gives 
me  credit  for ;  owing  to  the  inexpensive  life  I  have  led, 
since  that  one  false  step  of  mine,  when  I  was  in  my 
teens.  I  will  give  you  my  signature  to  any  amount. 
If  you  can  contrive  to  let  it  be  known,  it  may  bring  the 
people  to  their  senses." 

Thomas  Godolphin's  generous  spirit  opened  to  the 
proof  of  confidence :  it  shone  forth  from  his  quiet  dark- 
grey  eyes  as  he  gazed  at  Lord  Averil. 

"Thank  you  sincerely  for  the  kindness.  I  shall 
gratefully  remember  it  to  the  last  day  of  my  life.  An 
hour  or  two  ago  I  do  not  know  but  I  might  have 
availed  myself  of  it :  as  it  is,  it  is  too  late.  The  bank 
is  closed  for  the  day,  and  nothing  more,  good  or  bad, 
can  be  done  until  Monday  morning.  Long  before  that, 
I  expect  assistance  will  have  arrived." 

"  Yeiy  well.  But  if  you  want  further  assistance,  you 
know  where  to  come  for  it,"  concluded  Lord  Averil. 
"  I  shall  be  in  Prior's  Ash.     Do  you  know,"  he  con- 
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tiimed,  in  a  musing  sort  of  tone,  "  since  I  renounced 
that  proposed  sea  exjDedition,  I  have  begun  to  feel 
more  like  a  homeless  man  than  I  ever  yet  did.  If 
there  were  a  desirable  place  for  sale  in  this  neighbom-- 
hood,  I  am  not  sure  but  I  should  purchase  it,  and  settle 
down." 

Thomas  Godolphin  gave  but  a  slight  answer;  His 
own  business  was  enough  for  him  to  think  of,  for  one 
day.  Lord  Averil  suddenly  remembered  this,  and  said 
something  to  the  effect,  but  he  did  not  yet  rise  to 
go.  Surely  he  could  not,  at  that  moment,  be  con- 
templating the  speaking  to  ^h\  Godolpliin  about 
Cecil!  Another  minute,  and  Mr.  Hurde  had  come 
into  the  room,  bearing  a  telegi^aphic  despatch  in  his 
hand. 

"Has  jMr.  George  brought  this?"  Thomas  inquired, 
as  he  took  it. 

^'No,  sir.     It  came  by  the  regular  messenger." 

"  George  must  have  missed  him,  then,"  was  Thomas 
Godolphin's  mental  comment. 

He  opened  the  paper.  He  cast  his  eyes  over  the 
contents.  It  was  a  short  message ;  but  a  fiew  words  in 
it,  simple  and  easy  to  comprehend;  but  Thomas 
Godolphin  apparently  could  not  comprehend  it.  Such 
at  least  was  the  impression  conveyed  to  Lord  Averil 
and  ]\Ir.  Hurde.  Both  were  watching  liim,  thougli 
without  motive.  The  clerk  waited  for  any  orders  there 
might  be  :  Lord  Averil  sat  on,  as  he  had  been  sitting. 
Thomas  Godolphin  read  it  three  times,  and  then 
glanced  up  at  Mr.  Hurde. 

"This  cannot  be  for  us,"  he  remarked.  "Some 
mistake  must  have  been  made.  Some  confusion, 
possibly,  in  the  telegraph-office  in  town  ;  and  the  mes- 
sage, intended  for  us,  has  gone  elsewhere." 

VOL.    II.  T 
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"  That  could  liarcUy  be,  sir,"  Avas  ]\Ir.  Hiirde's  reply. 
In  good  triitli,  Thomas  Godolphin  himself  thought  it 
could  ''hardly  be."  But — if  the  message  had  come 
riglit — what  did  it  mean  ?  Mr.  Hurde,  racking  liis 
brains  to  conjecture  the  nature  of  the  message  that  was 
so  evidently  disturbing  his  master,  contrived  to  catch 
sight  of  two  or  three  words  at  the  tail :  and  they 
seemed  to  convey  some  ominous  notion  that  there  were 
no  funds  to  be  forthcoming. 

Thomas  Cxodolphin  was  disturbed ;  and  in  no 
measured  degTee.  His  hands  grew  cold  and  his  brow 
moist,  as  he  gazed  at  the  despatch  in  its  every  corner. 
According  to  its  address,  it  was  meant  for  their  house, 
and  in  answer  to  one  of  the  despatches  he  had  sent  up 
that  morniug.  But — its  contents  !  Surely  thei/  could 
not  be  addressed  to  the  good  old  house  of  Godolphin, 
Crosse,  and  Godolphin ! 

A  moment  or  two  of  wavering  hesitation  and  then  he 
drew  to  him  a  sheet  of  paper,  wrote  a  few  words,  and 
folded  it.  '•'  Take  this  yourself  with  all  speed  to  the 
telegraph  station,"  he  said  to  Mr.  Hm-de.  "  Send  the 
message  up  at  once,  and  wait  there  for  the  answer.  It 
will  not  be  long  in  coming.  And  if  you  meet  Mr. 
George,  tell  him  I  wish  to  see  liim." 

'•'  And  now  I  dare  say  you  will  be  glad  to  get  rid  of 
me,"  remarked  Lord  Averil,  as  Mr.  Hm-de  hastened  out. 
"  This  is  not  a  day  to  intrude  upon  you  for  long :  and  I 
dare  say  the  fellow  to  whom  I  intrusted  my  horse  is 
thinkino^  somethins;  of  the  same." 

He  shook  liands  cordially  and  went  away,  leaving 
Thomas  Godolphin  to  battle  with  his  care  alone.  Ah 
me !  no  human  aid,  henceforth,  could  help  him,  by  so 
much  as  a  passing  word,  with  the  terrible  battle  al- 
ready set  in.     God  alone,  who  had  been  with  Thomas 
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Godolpliin  through  life,  could  whisper  to  him  a  word  of 
comfort,  could  shed  down  a  few  drops  of  sustaining  balm, 
so  that  he  might  battle  through,  and  bear.  That  God 
had  been  with  him,  in  the  midst  of  the  deep  sorrows 
He  had  seen  fit  to  cast  upon  him,  Thomas  knew :  he 
knew  that  He  would  be  with  him  always,  even  unto  the 
end. 

"You  had  better  accept  my  offer  of  assistance," 
Lord  Averil  turned  back  to  say. 

"Xo,"  broke  from  Thomas  Godolphin  in  a  sharp  tone 
of  pain,  very  different  from  the  calm,  if  grateful,  answer 
he  had  previously  given  to  the  same  proposition. 
"  What  sort  of  justice  would  it  be,  if  I  robbed  you  to  pay 
the  claims  of  others  ?" 

"  You  can  refund  to  me  when  the  panic's  over,"  re- 
turned the  viscount,  somewhat  surprised  at  the  nature 
of  the  reply. 

"Yes.  But — but — it  might  be  a  risk,"  was  the  re- 
joinder, given  mth  unwonted  hesitation.  "  In  a  crisis, 
such  as  this,  it  is  I  believe  impossible  to  foresee  what 
the  end  may  be.  Thank  you  gi-eatly,  Averil,  all  the 
same." 

Mr.  Hurde  was  not  very  long  before  he  returned, 
bringing  with  him  an  answer  to  the  last  message. 
Moister  and  moister  became  Tiiomas  Godolpliin's  brow 
as  he  read  it ;  colder  and  colder  grew  his  hand.  It 
aj)p)eared  to  be  but  a  confirmation  of  the  one,  received 
before. 

"  I  cannot  understand  this,"  he  murmured. 

Mr.  Hurde  stood  by.  That  some  ominous  fear  had 
arisen,  he  saw.  He  was  an  old  and  faithful  servant  of 
the  house,  entirely  devoted  to  its  interests.  His  master 
said  a  few  words  of  explanation  to  him. 

They  aroused  Mr.  Hurde's   fears.     Had  some  deep- 
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laid  treacnery  been  at  work? — some  compreliensive 
scheme  of  duplicity  been  enacting  for  some  time  past, 
making  a  bankrupt  house  appear  to  be  still  a  flourish- 
ing one  ?  If  so,  it  could  only  have  been  done  by  falsify- 
ing the  books :  and  that  could  only  have  been  done  by 
George  Godolphin. 

Mr.  Hurde  did  not  dare  to  give  vent  to  his  thoughts. 
Indeed,  he  did  not  seriously  contemplate  that  they 
could  be  t}^es  of  the  reality.  But,  in  the  uncertainty 
created,  he  deemed  himself  perfectly  justified  in  men- 
tioning to  Mr.  Godolphin  the  untoward  occurrence  of 
the  previous  day;  the  demand  of  the  rude  man  for 
money,  and  the  unpleasant  expressions  he  had  used  of 
the  state  of  affairs  of  Mr.  George  Godolphin.  He  was 
clearing  his  throat  to  begin  in  his  usual  slow  fashion, 
when  Mr.  Godolphin  spoke. 

''  I  shall  go  to  town  by  the  first  train,  Hurde.  The 
express.     It  will  be  through  in  half  an  hour." 

Then  Mr.  Hurde  told  his  tale.  It  did  not  tend  to 
reassure  Thomas  Godolphin. 

He  rang  the  bell.  He  caused  George  to  be  inquired 
for.  But  George  was  not  in  the  house.  He  had  not 
been  back  since  that  errand  of  his,  ostensibly  to  the 
telegraph-office. 

Thomas  could  not  wait.  He  wrote  a  note  to  George, 
and  sealed  it.  He  then  charged  a  servant  with  a  mes- 
sage for  Miss  Godolpliin  at  Ashlydyat,  gave  a  few 
directions  to  Mr.  Hurde,  proceeded  on  foot  to  the 
station  without  further  preparations,  and  started  on  his 
jom-ney. 

Started  on  his  journey.  Strange  doubts  and  fears 
making  a  havoc  of  his  beating  heart. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

BOBBING   JOAX. 

Maria  Godolphin  was  in  lier  own  pretty  sitting-room 
up-stairs.  Fine  ladies  would  have  called  it  their 
"  boudoir."  Maria  did  not :  she  was  not  given  to  be 
fine.  She  had  been  sitting  there  ever  since  breakfast ; 
had  not  yet  stirred  out  of  it,  though  noon  had  passed, 
for  she  was  very  busy.  Xot  fond  of  sewing  in  a  general 
way,  she  was  plying  her  needle  quickly  now  :  some  fine 
intricate  work  of  braiding,  to  be  converted  into  a  frock 
for  Miss  Meta.  Maria  worked  as  if  her  heart  were  in 
it :  it  was  for  her  child. 

The  door  was  closed,  the  window  was  open  to  the 
summer  air.  The  scent  of  the  flowers  ascended  from  the 
garden  below,  the  gentle  hum  of  the  insects  was  heard 
as  they  sported  in  the  sun,  the  scene  altogether  was  one 
of  entire  tranquillity.  There  was  an  air  of  repose  about 
the  room,  about  jMaria  in  her  cool  muslin  dress,  about 
the  scene  altogether.  Who,  looking  at  it,  would  have 
suspected  the  turmoil  that  was  being  enacted — or  that 
had  been  enacted  so  recently — in  another  part  of  the 
house  ? 

It  is  a  positive  fact  that  Maria  knew  nothing  yet  of 
the  grievous  calamity  which  had  fallen — the  stoppage 
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of  tlie  bank.  The  servants  knew  it  fast  enough ;  were 
more  correctly  acquainted  with  its  details  (to  hear  them 
speak)  than  the  bank  itself.  They  stood  about  in 
groups  and  talked  in  whispers,  letting  the  work  go. 
But  not  one  of  them  had  presumed  to  acquaint  their 
unconscious  mistress.  They  knew  how  entirely  ignorant 
of  it  all  she  was  :  they  felt  certain  that  not  a  suspicion  of 
anything  going  wrong  had  ever  crossed  her.  Indeed, 
it  had  not  crossed  their  own  inquisitive  selves,  and  the 
blow  had  bm'st  upon  them  that  morning  like  a  sudden 
thunder-clap. 

Like  a  thunder-clap,  it  was  soon  to  burst  upon  Maria. 
A  few  minutes'  respite  yet,  ere  it  should  come.  She 
certainly  had  heard  the  hall-bell,  the  visitors'-bell,  ring 
three  or  four  times,  which  was  somewhat  unusual,  con- 
sidering that  no  message  for  her  had  followed  upon  it. 
The  ringing  of  that  bell  in  the  daytime  generally 
heralded  guests  for  herself.  Once,  when  Pierce  came 
in,  bringing  a  small  j^arcel  for  her  from  the  bookseller's, 
Maria  had  inquired  who  it  was  that  had  just  rung  at 
the  hall-door.  Pierce  answered  that  it  was  Lord 
Averil ;  that  his  lordship  liad  asked  to  see  Mr. 
Godolphin.  Maria  could  not  remember  afterwards, 
when  looking  back  on  the  circumstances  of  the  day, 
whether  or  not  it  had  occurred  to  her  to  wonder  why 
Lord  Averil  should  come  to  the  private  door,  when  his 
visit  was  to  the  bank  and  Thomas  Godolphin.  Pierce 
ventured  not  another  Avord.  He  never  said,  "  Ma'am, 
there's  something  the  matter,  I'm  afraid ;  there's  a  run 
upon  the  bank."  He  just  put  the  parcel  down  and 
sidled  off,  very  much  after  the  manner  of  one  who  is 
afraid  of  being  asked  questions. 

And  yet,  the  man,  in  his  sober  judgment,  believed 
that    there    was    little    danger    of    any   inconvenient 
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questions  being  put  by  his  mistress.  There  was  none. 
Of  all  people  living,  none  were  so  completely  un- 
conscious that  anything  wrong  was  looming,  than 
Mrs.  George  Godolphin.  If  there  was  one  house 
in  the  kingdom  more  safe,  more  staid,  more  solid 
than  other  houses,  she  believed  it  to  be  theirs.  Yes, 
it  was  a  notable  fact,  that  Maria,  sitting  there  so 
serenely  tranquil,  knew  nothing  of  what  was  stirring 
Prior's  Ash,  from  one  end  of  it  to  the  other,  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  excitement.  Perhaps  it  would  not  be 
too  much  to  say  that  she  was  the  last  person  in  it  whom 
the  news  reached. 

The  work — her  work,  that  she  held  in  her  hand — was 
approaching  completion,  and  she  looked  at  it  with  fond 
eyes.  She  had  been  two  or  three  weeks  over  it,  sitting 
steadily  to  it  several  of  the  days.  It  was  very  pretty, 
certainly ;  a  new  sort  of  work  just  come  up,  done  with 
a  new  sort  of  braid ;  and  would,  beyond  question,  look 
charming  on  Miss  Meta,  when  distended  out  as  a 
balloon — as  it  was  the  fashion  of  that  young  lady's 
short  petticoats  to  be  distended.  Now  and  then  Maria 
would  be  visited  with  doubtful  visions  as  to  whether  the 
thing  would  "  wash."  That  is,  wash  and  look  as  well 
afterwards  as  it  did  now.  She  could  only  hope  for  the 
best,  and  that  Miss  Meta  would  be  upon  her  good 
behaviour  when  wearing  it,  and  not  blacken  it  beyond 
redemption  the  first  time  it  was  on. 

"I  hope  I  shall  have  enough  braid,"  deliberated 
Maria,  comparing  the  small  portion  of  work,  yet  remain- 
ing to  do,  with  the  braid  in  hand.  "  I  wish  I  had  told 
Margery  to  bring  me  in  another  piece  !  she  will  be  pass- 
ing the  shop.  I  must  send,  if  I  find  it  running  short. 
If  I  have  no  hindrances  to-day,  I  shall  finish  it." 

One  hindrance  occurred  almost  as  Maria  was  speak- 
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ing.  The  entrance  of  lier  husband.  With  him  in  the 
room  she  was  continually  looking  off  to  talk,  if  she  did 
not  entirely  lay  it  down  ;  altogether  she  did  not  get  on 
so  fast  as  when  alone.  He  had  just  come  in  from  that 
excursion  to  the  telegraph-office.  Had  he  been  there  ? 
Or  had  his  proclaimed  visit  been  but  a  plea  ostensibly 
set  forth,  an  excuse  to  get  out  of  his  brother's  presence, 
away  from  that  troubled^scene,  the  bank  ? 

There  was  no  knowing.  George  never  said,  then  or 
afterwards.  He  never  said  whether  his  return  now  was 
the  result  of  his  having  accidentally  seen  his  brother  at 
a  distance,  walking  along  at  a  quick  pace.  He  came  in 
by  the  hall-door  (there  was  no  other  way  open,  to-day), 
letting  liimself  in  with  his  latch-key.  Mr.  Harde  was 
there  yet,  posting  or  doing  something  or  other  to  a  pile 
of  books. 

"  Is  Mr.  Godolphin  gone  for  the  day  ?"  asked  George. 

"  Mr.  Godolphin's  gone  to  London,  sir." 

"  To  London !"  echoed  George,  in  his  surprise. 
*•'  What  is  taking  him  there  ?" 

"  Some  queer  messages  have  come  down  by  tele- 
graph," returned  Mr.  Hm-de,  pushing  his  spectacles  up, 
and  looking  George  full  in  the  face.  "  Mr.  Godolphin 
could  not  uuderstand  them,  and  he  is  gone  to  town." 

George  did  not  make  any  observation  for  a  minute. 
Was  he  afraid  to  make  further  inquiries?  "What 
were  the  messages  ?'  he  presently  asked. 

*•  Mr.  Godolphin  did  not  show  them  to  me,  sir,"  was 
the  answer,  spoken,  or  George  fancied  it,  in  a  curt  tone. 
"  He  said  enough  to  tell  me  that  there  appeared  to  be 
some  great  cause  for  disquiet — and  he  has  gone  to  see 
about  it.     He  left  a  note  in  the  parlour,  sir,  for  you." 

Mr.  Hurde  buried  his  face  over  his  books  again,  a 
genteel  hint,  perhaps,   that  he  wished  the  colloquy  to 
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end — if  his  master  would  be  pleased  to  take  it.  George 
entered  the  parloui-  and  caught  up  the  note. 

"  '  Be  at  home  to  callers  ;  answer  all  inquiries,'  "  re- 
peated he,  reciting  the  last  words  of  the  note.  "I  wish 
Thomas  may  get  it !  Xow  that  the  explosion  has  come. 
Priors  Ash  is  no  place  for  me." 

Many  and  many  a  day  had  there  intruded  into 
George  Godolphin's  mind  a  vision  of  this  very  time, 
when  the  ''  explosion  "  should  have  '•  come."  He  had 
never  dwelt  upon  it.  He  had  driven  it  away  from  him 
to  the  utmost  of  his  power.  Perhaps  it  is  not  in  the 
nature  of  those,  whose  course  of  conduct  is  such  as  to 
bring  down  these  explosions  as  a  natural  sequence,  to 
anticipate  with  uncomfortable  minuteness  the  period 
of  their  arrival,  or  their  particular  manner  of  meeting 
them.  Certainly  George  Godolj)hin  had  not :  but  there 
had  been  ever  an  under-current  of  conviction  lying 
dormant  in  his  heart,  that  he  should  not  face  it  in 
person.  When  the  brunt  of  the  scandal  was  over, 
then  he  might  return  to  home  and  Prior's  Ash :  but  he 
woidd  not  wait  there  to  be  present  at  its  fall. 

He  crushed  Thomas  Godolphin's  note  into  his  pocket, 
and  stood  upright  on  the  hearth-rug  to  think.  He 
knew  that,  if  treated  according  to  his  deserts,  this  would 
be  the  last  friendly  note  written  him  by  his  brother  for 
many  a  day  to  come.  Thomas  was  then  being  whirled 
on  his  way  to  the  full  knowdedge  of  his,  George's, 
delinquency :  or,  if  not  to  the  full  knowledge,  which 
perhaps  could  only  be  unfolded  by  degrees,  as  we  turn 
the  pages  of  a  book,  to  quite  enough  of  it.  It  was  time 
for  him  to  be  off  now.  If  inquisitive  callers  must  be 
seen,  Hurde  could  see  them. 

Conscience  makes  cowards  of  us  all:  a  saying,  not 
more  trite  than  true.     Very  absurd  cowards  it  makes  of 


282         THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

US  now  and  then.  As  George  Godolpliin  stood  there, 
revohring  the  jj>rc»s  and  co7is  of  his  getting  away,  the 
ways  and  means  of  his  departure,  a  thought  flashed 
into  his  mind  of  whether  he  should  be  allowed  to 
depart,  if  an  inkling  of  his  exodus  got  wind.  It 
actually  cUd ;  unfounded  as  was  any  cause  for  it.  The 
fear  came  from  his  lively  conscience ;  but  from  nothing 
else.  He  might  be  seen  at  the  railway  station,  and 
stopped :  he  might — "  Tush !"  interrupted  George, 
angrily,  coming  out  of  the  foolish  fear  and  returning 
into  his  sober  senses.  "  People  here  know  nothing  yet, 
beyond  the  bare  fact  that  the  bank  has  suspended  pay- 
ment.    They  can't  stop  a  man  for  that." 

But,  how  about  ways  and  means?  Ay,  that  was 
more  necessary  to  be  considered.  The  money  in 
George's  pockets  amounted — lam  telling  you  truth — 
to  three-and-sixpence,  and  twopence  in  halfpence. 
With  all  his  faults,  he  was  open-hearted,  open-handed. 
He  had  been  weak,  imprudent,  extravagant ;  he  had 
been  enacting  a  course  of  deceit  to  his  brother  and  to 
the  world,  forced  to  it  (he  would  have  told  you)  by  his 
great  need  and  his  great  dread ;  he  had  made  use  of 
other  men's  property ;  he  had,  in  short,  entirely  violated 
those  good  rules  that  public  lamentation  is  made  for 
every  Sunday — he  had  left  undone  those  things  that  he 
ought  to  have  done,  and  he  had  done  those  things  that 
he  ought  not  to  have  done ;  but  it  was  not  for  himself 
(in  one  sense)  that  he  had  done  this.  It  was  not  for 
himself,  selfishly.  He  had  not  made  a  private  ,  purse 
for  the  evil  day,  or  put  by  money  to  serve  his  wants 
when  other  moneys  should  fail.  As  long  as  he  had 
the  money  he  spent  it :  whether  in  paying  claims ; 
or  in  making  charming  presents  to  Charlotte  Pain  and 
such-like  esteemed  friends — eleeant  little  trifles  that  of 
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course  cost  nothing,  or  next  to  it ;  or  in  new  dolls  for 
Meta ;  or  in  giving  a  five-pound  note  to  some  poor 
broken-down  tradesman,  who  wanted  to  get  upon  his  legs 
again.  In  one  way  or  other  the  money  had  been  spent ; 
not  a  single  shilling  had  George  hoarded  up ;  so,  in 
that  sense,  he  had  been  neither  selfish  nor  dishonest. 

And,  now  that  the  crash  had  come,  _he  was  without 
means.  He  had  not  so  much  as  the  fare  in  his  pocket 
that  would  suffice  to  convey  him  away  out  of  the  scene 
of  turmoil,  which  the  next  week  would  inevitably  brins: 
forth.  The  bank  funds  were  exhausted  ;  so  he  had  not 
them  to  turn  to.  But,  get  away  he  must :  and,  it 
seemed  to  him,  the  sooner  the  better. 

He  came  forth  through  the  separating  door  between 
the  bank  and  the  dwelling,  and  entered  the  dining- 
room.  The  tray  was  laid  for  luncheon,  and  for  Meta's 
dinner  :  but  nobody  was  in  the  room.  He  went  up- 
stairs to  Maria's  sitting-room.  She  was  there,  quietly 
at  work :  and  she  looked  up  at  him  with  a  glad  smile 
of  welcome.  Her  attitude  of  repose,  her  employment, 
the  expression  of  calm  happiness  pervading  her  counte- 
nance, told  George  that  she  was  as  yet  in  ignorance. 

"What  money  have  you  in  your  purse,  Maria?" 
asked  he,  speaking  carelessly. 

Maria  laughed.  "  Why,  none,"  she  answered,  quite 
in  a  merry  accent.  "  Or  as  good  as  none.  I  ha^•e 
been  telling  you  ever  so  long,  George,  that  I  must 
have  some  money ;  and  I  must.  A  good  deal  I  mean  ; 
to  pay  my  housekeeping  bills." 

"  Just  see  what  you  have  got,"  returned  George. 
'*  I  want  to  borrow  it." 

Maria  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket,  and  then  found 
that  her  purse  was  in  her  desk.  She  gave  the  keys  to 
George,  and  asked  him  to  unlock  it. 
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The  purse  was  in  a  small  compartment,  lying  on  a 
ten-pound  note.  In  the  purse  there  proved  to  be 
a  sovereign  and  seven  shillings.  George  put  the  money 
and  the  purse  back  again,  and  took  up  the  note. 

"  You  sly  girl !"  cried  he,  in  a  mock-serious  tone. 
"  To  tell  me  you  had  no  money  !  "What  special  cadeau 
is  tliis  put  by  for?     A  golden  chain  for  Meta  ?" 

^'  That  is  not  mine,  George.  It  is  old  Dame  Bond's. 
I  told  you  about  it,  if  you  remember." 

"  I'll  take  this,"  said  George,  transferring  the  note  to 
his  pocket. 

"  Oh  no,  George  ;  don't  take  that !"  exclaimed  Maria. 
'•'  She  may  be  coming  for  it  any  hour.  I  promised  to 
return  it  to  her  whenever  she  asked  for  it." 

"  My  dear,  you  shall  have  it  back  again.  She  won't 
come  to-day." 

"  Why  can  you  not  get  a  note  from  the  bank,  instead 
of  taking  that  ?" 

George  made  no  answer.  He  turned  into  his  bed- 
room. Maria  thought  nothing  of  the  omission:  she 
supposed  his  mind  to  be  preoccupied.  In  point  of  fact, 
she  thought  little  of  his  taking  the  note.  With  coffers 
full  (as  she  supposed)  to  turn  to,  the  borrowing  of  a 
ten-pound  note  seemed  an  affair  of  no  moment. 

She  sat  on  about  ten  minutes,  hard  at  work.  George 
remained  in  his  bedroom,  occupied  (as  it  appeared  to 
Maria)  in  opening  and  shutting  various  drawers. 
Somewhat  curious  as  to  what  he  could  be  doing,  she  at 
lengih  rose  from  her  seat  and  looked  in.  He  was 
packing  a  large  portmanteau. 

"  Are  you  going  out,  George  ?"  she  exclaimed,  in 
surprise. 

"  For  a  few  days.  Business  is  calling  me  to  town. 
Look   here,    Maria.     I   shall   take   nothing   with   me, 
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beyond  my  small  black  leather  hand-ease;  but  you 
send  this  by  one  of  the  men  to  the  station  to-night. 
It  must  come  after  me." 

"  What  a  very  sudden  determination,  George  !"  she 
cried.     "  You  did  not  say  anything  this  morning." 

"I  did  not  know  then  that  I  should  have  to  go. 
Don't  look  sad,  child.     I  shan't  be  long  away." 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  always  going  away 
now,  George,"  she  observed,  her  tone  as  sad  as  her 
looks. 

"  Business  must  be  attended  to,"  responded  George, 
shaking  out  a  coat  that  he  w^as  about  to  fold.  "  I  don't 
in  the  least  covet  going,  I  assm-e  you,  Maria." 

What  more  she  would  have  said,  was  interrupted  by 
a  noise.  Somebody  had  entered  the  sitting  room  with 
much  commotion.  Maria  returned  to  it,  and  saw  Meta 
and  Margery. 

Meta  had  been  the  whole  morning  long  in  the  hay- 
field.  Xot  the  particular  hay  field  mentioned  pre- 
viously ;  that  one  was  clear  of  hay  now ;  but  to  some 
other  hayfield,  wdiose  cocks  w^ere  in  full  bloom — if  such 
an  expression  may  be  used  with  regard  to  hay.  There 
were  few  things  Miss  Meta  liked  so  much  as  a  roll  in  the 
hay ;  and,  so  long  as  cocks  w- ere  to  be  found  in  the 
neighbourhood,  Margery  w^ould  be  coaxed  over  to  take 
her  to  them.  Margery  did  not  particularly  dislike  it, 
herself.  Margery's  rolling  days  were  over ;  but,  seated 
at  the  foot  of  one  of  the  cocks,  her  knitting  in  her  hand, 
and  the  child  in  view,  Margery  found  the  time  pass 
agreeably  enough.  As  she  had,  on  this  day :  and  the 
best  proof  of  it  was,  that  she  had  stayed  beyond  her 
time.     Miss  Meta's  dinner  was  waiting. 

Miss  Meta  w^as  probably  aware  of  the  fact  by  sundi-y 
inward   warnings.      She    had     gone    flying    into   her 
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mamma's  sitting-room,  tugging  at  the  strings  of  her 
hat,  which  had  got  into  a  knot.  Margery  had  flo^yn 
in,  nearly  as  fast ;  certainly  in  gTcater  excitement. 

*'  Is  it  true,  ma'am  ?"  she  gasped  out,  the  moment 
she  saw  Maria. 

"  Is  what  true  ?"  inquired  Maria. 

"  That  the  bank  has  broke.  When  I  saw  the  shutters 
up  and  the  door  barred,  for  all  the  world  as  if  every- 
body in  the  house  was  dead,  you  might  have  knocked 
me  down  with  a  feather.  There's  quite  a  crowd  round ; 
and  one  of  'em  told  me  the  bank  had  broke." 

George  came  out  of  his  bedroom.  ''  Take  this  child 
to  the  nursery,  and  get  her  ready  for  her  dinner,"  said 
he,  in  the  quick,  decisive,  haughty  manner  that  he  now 
and  then  used,  though  rarely  to  Margery. 

Margery  withdrew  with  the  child,  and  George  looked 
at  his  wife.  She  was  standing  in  perplexity :  half  aghast, 
half  in  disbelief ;  and  she  turned  her  questioning  eyes 
on  George. 

But  for  those  words  of  Margery's,  whose  sound  had 
penetrated  to  his  bedroom,  would  he  have  said  anything 
to  Maria  before  his  departure?  It  must  remain  a 
question.     Noiv  he  had  no  other  resource. 

'•'  The  fact  is,  Maria,  we  have  had  a  run  upon  the 
bank  this  morning ;  have  been  compelled  to  suspend 
j)ayment.  For  the  present,"  added  George,  vouchsafing 
to  Maria  the  hopeful  view  of  the  case  which  his  brother, 
in  his  ignorance,  took. 

She  did  not  answer.  She  felt  too  much  dismayed. 
Perhaps,  in  her  mind's  astonished  confusion,  she  could 
not  yet  distinctly  comprehend.  George  placed  her  in 
a  chair. 

'•  How  scared  you  look,  child !  There's  no  cause  for 
that.     Such  things  happen  every  day." 
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"  George — George  !"  slie  reiterated,  struggling  as  it 
were  for  utterance,  "do  you  mean  that  the  bank  has 
failed  ?     I  don't  think  I  understand." 

"For  the  present.  Sorae  cause  or  other,  that  we  can 
none  of  us  get  to  the  bottom  of,  induced  a  run  upon  us 
to-day." 

*'  A  run  ?  You  mean  that  j)eople  all  came  together, 
wanting  to  withdraw  their  money  ?" 

"  Yes.  We  paid  as  long  as  our  funds  held  out.  And 
then  we  closed." 

She  burst  into  a  most  distressing  flood  of  tears.  The 
shock,  from  unclouded  prosperity — she  had  not  known 
that  that  prosperity  was  hollow — to  ruin,  to  disgrace, 
was  more  than  she  could  bear  calmly.  George  felt 
vexed.     It  seemed  as  if  the  tears  reproached  him. 

"  For  goodness'  sake,  Maria,  don't  take  on  like  that," 
he  testily  cried.  "  It  will  blow  over ;  it  will  be  all 
right." 

But  he  put  his  arm  round  her  in  spite  of  his  testy 
words.  Maria  leaned  her  face  upon  his  bosom  and 
sobbed  out  lier  tears  upon  it.  He  did  not  like  the  tears 
at  all ;  he  spoke  quite  crossly  ;  and  Maria  did  her  best 
to  hush  them. 

"  What  v.ill  be  done ?"  she  asked,  choking  down  some 
rebellious  sobs,  that  were  rising  in  spite  of  her. 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself  about  that.  I  have  been 
obliged  to  acquaint  you,  because  it  is  a  thing  that  can- 
not be  concealed ;  but  it  will  not  affect  your  peace 
and  comfort,  I  hope.     There's  no  cause  for  tears." 

"  Will  the  bank  go  on  again  ?" 

"  Thomas  is  gone  up  to  London,  expecting  to  bring 
funds  down.  In  that  case  it  will  open  on  Monday 
morning." 

Hoiv  could  lie  tell  it  her  ?     Knowing,  as  he  did  know, 
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and  lie  alone,  that  tliroiigli  liis  deep-laid  machinations, 
there  were  no  longer  funds  available  for  the  bank  or  for 
Thomas  Godolphin. 

"  Need  you  go  to  London,"  she  asked,  in  a  wailing 
tone,  "  if  Thomas  is  gone  ?     I  shall  be  left  all  alone." 

"  I  must  go.     There's  no  help  for  it." 

"  And  which  day  shall  you  be  back  ?     By  Monday?" 

"Not  perhaps  by  Monday.  Keep  up  your  spirits, 
Maria.     It  will  be  all  right." 

Meta  came  bursting  in.  She  was  going  down  to 
dinner.     Was  mamma  coming  to  her  lunch  ? 

No,  mamma  did  not  want  any.  Margery  would 
attend  to  her.  George  picked  up  the  child  and  carried 
her  into  his  room.  In  his  drawers  he  had  found  some 
trifling  toy ;  brought  home  for  Meta  weeks  ago,  and 
forgotten  to  be  given  to  her.  It  had  lain  there  since. 
It  was  one  of  those  renowned  articles,  rarer  now  than 
they  had  used  to  be,  called  Bobbing  Joan.  George 
had  given  sixpence  for  it.  A  lady,  with  a  black  head 
and  neck,  a  round  body,  and  no  visible  legs.  He  put 
it  on  the  top  of  the  drawers,  touched  it,  and  set  it 
bobbing  at  Meta. 

She  was  all  delight ;  she  stretched  out  her  hands  for 
it  eagerly.  But  George,  neglecting  the  toy,  sat  down 
on  a  chair,  clasped  the  child  in  his  arms,  and  showered 
upon  her  more  passionately  heartfelt  embraces  than 
perhaps  he  had  ever  given  to  living  mortal,  child  or 
woman.  He  did  not  keep  her  :  the  last  long  lingering 
kiss  was  pressed  upon  her  rosy  li]DS,  and  he  put  her 
down,  handed  her  the  toy,  and  bade  her  run  and  show 
it  to  mamma. 

Away  she  went ;  to  mamma  first,  and  then  off  in 
search  of  Margery.  Maria  went  into  the  bedroom  to 
her  husband.     He  was  locking  the  poi-tmanteau. 
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"That  is  all,  I  believe,"  he  said,  transferring  the 
keys  to  his  pocket,  and  taking  up  the  small  hand-case. 
"  Kemember  that  it  is  sent  off  by  to-night's  train,  ]Maria. 
I  have  addressed  it." 

"  You  are  not  going  now,  George  ?"  she  said,  her 
heart  seeming  to  fail  her  strangely. 

"  Yes,  I  am." 

"  But there  is  no  train  yet  a  wliile.     The  express 

must  have  passed  this  half-hour." 

"  I  shall  ride  over  to  Crancomb  and  take  the  train 
there,"  he  answered.  "  I  have  some  business  in  the 
place,"  added  he,  by  way  of  stopping  any  questions  as 
to  the  why  and  wherefore.  "  Listen,  Maria.  Y'^ou  need 
not  mention  that  I  have  gone,  until  you  see  Thomas  on 
Monday  morning.     Tell  Jilm.''' 

**  Shall  you  not  see  him  yourself  in  London?"  she 
returned.     "  Are  you  not  going  to  meet  him  ?" 

"  I  may  miss  him  :  it  is  just  possible,"  was  the  reply 
of  George,  spoken  wath  all  the  candour  in  life,  just  as 
though  his  mission  to  London  was  the  express  one  of 
meeting  his  brother.  "If  Thomas  should  return  home 
without  having  seen  me,  I  mean." 

''  What  am  I  to  tell  him  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Only  that  I  am  gone.  There's  no  necessity  to  say 
anything  else.  I  shall — if  I  miss  seeing  him  in  town — 
I  shall  write  to  him  here." 

"  And  when  shall  you  be  back  ?" 

"  Soon.     Good-bye,  my  darling." 

He  held  his  wife  folded  in  his  arms,  as  he  had  recently 
held  Meta.     The  tears  were  raining  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Don't  grieve,  Maria.  It  will  blow  over,  I  say^ 
God  bless  you.     Take  care  of  Meta." 

Maria's  heart  felt  as  if  it  were  breakin2:.  But  in  the 
midst  of  her  own  distress,  she  remembered  the  claims  of 

VOL.   II.  t: 
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otliers.  ''That  ten-pound  note,  George?  If  you  are 
not  back  in  a  day  or  t^yo,  how  shall  I  have  it  ?  The 
woman  may  be  coming  for  it." 

"Oh,  I  shall  be  back.     Or  you  can  ask  Thomas." 

In  his  careless  indifference  he  thought  he  should  be 
back.  He  was  not  going  to  run  away :  only  to  absent 
Jiimself  from  the  brunt  of  the  explosion.  That  his 
delinquencies  would  be  patent  to  Thomas  and  to  others 
by  Monday  morning,  he  knew :  it  would  be  just  as  well 
to  let  some  of  then*  astonishment  and  anger  have  vent 
and  evaporate  without  his  presence ;  be  far  more  agree- 
able to  himself,  personally.  In  his  careless  indifference, 
too,  he  had  spoken  the  words,  "  You  can  ask  Thomas." 
A  moment's  consideration  would  have  told  him  that 
Thomas  would  have  no  ten-pound  notes  to  give  to 
Maria.  George  Godolphin  was  one  who  never  lost 
heart.  He  was  indulging,  now,  the  most  extravagantly 
sanguine  hopes  of  raising  money  in  London,  by  some 
means  or  other.     Perhaps  Yerrall  could  help  him  ? 

He  strained  his  wife  to  his  heart,  kissed  her  again, 
and  was  gone.  Maria  sat  down  in  the  midst  of  her 
blinding  tears. 

"Walking  round  to  the  stables,  he  waited  there  while 
his  horse  was  got  ready,  mounted  him,  the  small  black 
case  in  front,  and  rode  away  alone.  The  groom  thought 
his  master  was  but  going  out  for  a  ride,  as  he  did  on 
other  days :  but  the  man  did  wonder  that  Mr.  George 
should  go  that  day.  Crancomb  was  a  small  place  about 
five  miles  off:  it  had  a  railway  station,  and  the  ordinary 
trains  stopped  there.  What  motive  induced  him  to  go 
there  to  take  the  train,  he  best  knew.  Probably,  he  did 
not  care  to  excite  the  observation  and  comments,  which  his 
going  off  from  jfrior's  Ash  on  that  day  would  be  sure  to 
excite.     Seriously  to  fear  being  stopped,  he  did  not. 
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He  rode  along  at  a  leisurely  pace,  reacliing  Crancomb 
just  before  the  up-train  Avas  expected.  Evidently  the 
day's  great  disaster  had  not  yet  travelled  to  Crancomb. 
George  was  received  with  all  the  tokens  of  respect,  ever 
accorded  to  the  Godolphins.  He  charged  the  landlord 
of  the  inn  to  send  his  horse  back  to  Prior's  Ash  on 
Monday  morning,  changed  3Irs.  Bond's  ten-pound  note, 
and  chatted  familiarly  to  the  employes  at  the  station, 
after  taking  his  ticket. 

Up  came  the  train.  Two  or  three  solitary  passengers, 
bound  for  the  place,  descended,  two  or  three  mounted  into 
it.  The  whistle  sounded ;  the  engine  shrieked  and  puffed ; 
and  George  Godolphin,  nodding  familiarly  around  with 
his  gay  smile,  was  carried  onwards  on  his  road  to 
London. 

Maria  had  sat  on,  her  blinding  tears  raining  down. 
\Vhat  an  alteration  it  was !  AYhat  a  contrast  to  the 
happiness  of  the  morning  !  That  a  few  minutes  should 
have  power  to  bring  forth  so  awful  a  change !  The 
w^ork  she  had  been  so  eager  over  before,  lay  on  the 
table.  Where  had  its  enjoyment  gone?  She  turned 
from  it  now  with  a  feeling  not  far  removed  from  sickness. 
iSothing  could  be  thought  of  but  the  great  trouble 
which  had  fallen :  there  was  no  further  satisfaction  to 
be  derived  from  outward  things.  The  work  lay  there, 
untouched ;  destined,  though  she  knew  it  not,  never  to 
have  another  stitch  set  in  it  by  its  mistress ;  and  she 
sat  on  and  on,  her  hands  clasped  inertly  before  her,  her 
brain  throbbing  with  its  uncertainty  and  care. 


u  2 
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CHAPTEE  XXII. 

MRS.  bond's  visit. 

In  the  old  study  at  All  Souls'  rectory — if  you  have  not 
forgotten  that  modest  room — in  the  midst  of  nearly  as- 
much  untidiness  as  used  to  characterise  it  when  the 
little  Hastingses  were  in  their  untidy  ages,  sat  some  of 
them  in  the  summer's  evening.  Eose's  drawings  anrt' 
fancy-work  lay  about ;  Mrs.  Hastings'  more  substantial 
sewing  lay  about ;  and  a  good  deal  of  litter  besides  out 
of  Eeginald's  pockets  ;  not  to  speak  of  books  belonging^ 
to  the  boys,  fishing-tackle,  and  sundries. 

Xothing  was  being  touched,  nothing  used  ;  it  all  lay 
neglected,  as  Maria  Godolphin's  work  had  done,  earlier 
in  the  afternoon.  Mrs.  Hastings  sat  in  a  listless  atti- 
tude, her  elbow  on  the  old  cloth  cover  of  the  table,  her 
face  turned  to  her  children.  Eose  sat  at  the  window  ; 
Isaac  and  Eeginald  were  standing  by  the  mantelpiece  ; 
and  Grace,  her  bonnet  thrown  off  on  the  floor,  her  shawl 
unj)inned  and  partially  falling  from  her  shoulders,  half 
sat,  half  knelt  at  her  mother's  side,  her  face  upturned 
to  her,  asking  for  particulars  of  the  calamity.  Grace 
had  come  running  in  but  a  few  minutes  ago,  eager, 
anxious,  and  impulsive. 

'•  Only  think  the  state  I  have  been  in !"  she  cried. 
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''  But  one  servant  in  the  house,  and  unable  to  leave 
baby  to  get  down  here  I     I " 

"  What  brings  you  with  only  one  servant  ?"  inter- 
rupted Eose. 

'*  Because  Ann's  mother  is  ill,  and  1  Jiave  let  her  go 
iome  until  Monday  morning.  I  wish  you'd  not  put  me 
out  with  frivolous  questions,  Eose !"  added  Grace,  in 
her  old,  quick,  sharp  manner.  "  Any  other  day,  but 
Saturday,  I'd  have  left  baby  to  Martha,  and  she  might 
iiave  put  her  work  off;  but  on  Saturdays  there's  always 
so  much  to  do.  I  had  half  a  mind  to  come  and  bring 
the  baby  myself.  What  should  I  care,  if  Prior's  Ash 
<did  see  me  carrying  him  ?  But,  mamma,  you  don't 
iell  me — how  has  this  dreadful  thin<2:  been  brou2:ht  on  ?" 

"  I  tell  you,  Grace  !''  returned  Mrs.  Hastings.  "  I 
should  be  glad  to  know,  myself." 

"There's  a  report  going  about — Tom  picked  it  up 
somewhere  and  brought  it  home  to  me — that  Mr. 
George  Godolpliin  has  been  playing  pranks  with  the 
bank's  money,"  continued  Grace. 

"  Grace,  my  dear,  were  I  you,  I  would  not  repeat 
such  a  report,"  gravely  observed  Mrs.  Hastings. 

Grace  shrugged  her  shoulders.  George  Godolphin 
had  never  been  a  favourite  of  hers,  and  never  would  be. 
■*•'  It  may  turn  out  to  be  true,"  said  she. 

"  Then,  my  dear,  it  will  be  time  enough  for  us  to  talk 
•of  it  when  it  does.  You  are  fortunate,  Grace ;  you  had 
,110  money  there.'' 

"  I'm  sure  we  had,"  answered  Grace,  more  bluntly 
than  politely.  "We  had  thirty  pounds  there.  And 
thirty  pounds  would  be  as  much  of  a  loss  to  us  as  thu'ty 
.hundred  to  some." 

"Tom  Akeman  must  be  getting  on — to  keep  a 
l^anking  account !"  cried  free  Eeginald. 
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Grace,  for  a  wonder,  did  not  detect  tlie  irony :  tliongli 
she  knew  tliat  Eeginald  had  never  liked  Mr.  Akeman  : 
he  had  always  told  Grace  she  lowered  herself  by  marry- 
ing an  architect  of  no  standing. 

"  Seven  hundred  pounds  were  lodged  in  the  bank  to 
his  account,  when  that  chapel-of-ease  was  begun,"  she 
said,  in  answer  to  Eeginakl's  remark.  "  He  has  drawn 
it  all  out,  for  wages  and  such-like,  except  thirty 
pounds.  And  of  course  that,  if  it  is  lost,  will  be  our  loss. 
Had  the  bank  stood  until  next- week,  there  would  have 
been  a  further  large  sum  paid  in.  Will  it  go  on  again, 
Isaac  ?" 

"  You  may  as  well  ask  questions  of  a  stranger,  as  ask 
them  of  me,  Grace,"  was  her  brother  Isaac's  answer. 
"  I  cannot  tell  you  anything  certain." 

"  You  won't,  you  mean,"  retorted  Grace.  "  I  suppose 
you  clerks  may  not  tell  tales  out  of  school.  What  sum 
has  the  bank  gone  for,  Isaac  ?  That,  surely,  may  be 
told." 

"  Not  for  any  sum,"  was  Isaac's  answer.  •  "  The  bank 
has  not  '  gone '  yet,  in  that  sense.  There  was  a  run 
upon  the  bank  this  morning,  and  tlie  calls  Avere  so  great 
that  we  had  not  enough  money  in  the  place  to  satisfy 
them,  and  were  obliged  to  cease  paying.  It  is  said  that 
the  bank  will  be  open  again  on  Monday,  when  assist- 
ance shall  have  come ;  that  business  will  be  resumed,, 
as  usual.  Mr.  Godolphin  himself  said  so  :  and  he  is  not 
one  to  say  a  thing  unless  it  has  foundation.  I  know 
nothing  more  than  that,  Grace,  whatever  you  may 
choose  to  mfer." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  there  are  no  suspi- 
cions in  the  bank  that  something,  more  than  the  public 
yet  knows,  is  amiss  with  George  Godolphin  ?"  persisted 
Grace. 
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Isaac  answered  liglitly  and  eyasively.  He  was  aware 
that  such  suspicions  were  afloat  with  the  clerks.  Led 
to  chiefly  by  that  application  from  the  stranger,  and  his 
rude  and  significant  charges,  made  so  publicly.  Isaac 
had  not  been  present  at  that  application.  It  was  some- 
what curious,  perhaps — for  there's  a  freemasonry  runs 
amidst  the  clerks  of  an  establishment,  and  they  talk 
freely  one  with  another — that  he  never  heard  of  it 
until  after  the  stoppage  of  the  firm.  If  he  had  heard  of 
it,  he  would  certainly  have  told  his  father.  But  what- 
ever private  suspicions  he  and  his  fellow- clerks  might 
be  entertaining  against  George  Godolphin,  he  was  not 
going  to  speak  of  them  to  Grace  Akeman. 

Grace  turned  to  her  mother.    "  Papa  has  a  thousand  , 
pounds  or  two  there,  has  he  not  ?" 

"  Ah,  child !  if  that  were  but  all !"  returned  Mrs. 
Hastings,  with  a  groan. 

"Why!  What  more  has  he  there?"  asked  Grace, 
startled  by  the  words  and  the  tone.  Rose,  startled 
also,  turned  round  to  await  the  answer. 

Mrs.  Hastings  seemed  to  hesitate.  But  only  for  a 
moment.  "  I  do  not  know  why  I  should  not  tell  you," 
she  said,  looking  at  her  daughters.  "  Isaac  and  Eegi- 
nald  both  know  it.  He  had  just  lodged  there  the  trust- 
money  belonging  to  the  Chisholms :  nine  thousand  and 
forty-five  pounds." 

A  blank  silence  fell  upon  the  room.  Grace  and  her 
sister  were  too  dismayed  to  speak  immediately.  Begi- 
nald,  who  had  now  seated  himself  astride  on  a  chair, 
his  face  and  arms  hanging  over  the  back  of  it,  set  up  a 
soft,  lugubrious  whistle,  the  tune  of  some  old  sea-song, 
feeling  possibly  the  silence  to  be  uncomfortable.  To 
disclose  a  little  secret,  Mr.  lieginald  was  not  in  the 
highest  of  spirits,  having  been  subjected  to  some  hard 
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scolding  that  day  od  the  part  of  liis  father,  and  some 
tears  on  the  part  of  his  mother,  touching  the  non-exist- 
ence of  any  personal  effects.  He  had  so  arrived  at 
home  for  the  fourth  time  since  his  first  departure  for 
sea,  baggageless,  his  luggage  consisting  exclusively  of  a 
shirt  and  a  half.  Of  everything  else  belonging  to  him, 
he  was  able  to  give  no  account  whatever.  It  is  rather 
a  common  complaint  amongst  young  sailors.  And  then 
he  was  always  clianging  his  ships. 

"Is  papa  responsible  for  it?"  The  half-frightened 
question  came  from  Eose. 

"  Certainly  he  is,"  replied  Mrs.  Hastings.  "  If  the 
bank  should  not  go  on,  why — we  are  ruined.  As  well 
as  those  poor  children,  the  Chisholms." 

''Oh,  mamma!  why  did  he  not  draw  it  out  this 
morning  ?"  cried  Grace,  in  a  tone  of  pain.  "  Tom  told 
me  that  many  people  had  got  paid  in  full." 

"  Had  lie  known  the  state  the  bank  was  in,  that  there 
was  anything  the  matter  with  it,  no  doubt  he  would 
have  drawn  it  out,"  returned  Mrs.  Hastings. 
"  Did  Maria  know  it  was  paid  in  ?" 
"Yes." 

Grace's  eyes  flashed  fire.  Somehow,  she  was  never 
inclined  to  be  too  considerate  to  Maria.  She  never  had 
been,  from  their  earliest  years.  "  A  dutiful  daughter ! 
Not  to  give  her  father  warning !" 

"  Maria  may  not  have  been  able  to  do  it,"  observed 
Mrs.  Hastings.  "  Perhaps  she  did  not  know  that  any- 
thing was  wrong." 

"  Nonsense,  mamma  !"  was  Grace's  answer.  "  We 
have  heard — when  a  thing  like  this  happens,  you  know 
people  begin  to  talk  freely,  to  compare  notes,  as  it  were 
— we  have  heard  that  George  Godolpliin  and  Maria  are 
owing  money  all  over  the  town.     Maria  has  not  paid 
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her  housekeejDing  bills  for  ever  so  long.     Of  course  she 
must  have  known  what  was  coming  !" 

Mrs.  Hastings  did  not  dispute  the  point  witli  Grace. 
The  main  fact  troubled  her  too  greatly  for  minor  con- 
siderations to  be  very  prominent  yet.  She  had  never 
found  Maria  other  than  a  considerate  and  dutiful 
daughter :  and  she  must  be  convinced  that  she  had  not 
been  so  in  this  instance,  before  she  could  believe  it. 

"  She  was  afraid  of  compromising  George  Godolphin," 
continued  Grace,  in  a  bitter  tone.  "  He  has  ever  been 
first  and  foremost  with  her." 

"  She  might  have  given  the  warning  without  com- 
promising him,"  returned  Mrs.  Hastings ;  but,  in 
making  the  remark,  she  did  not  intend  to  cast  any  re- 
flection on  Maria.  "  When  your  papa  went  to  pay  the 
money  in,  it  was  after  banking  hours.  Maria  was  alone, 
and  he  told  her  what  he  had  brought.  Had  she  been 
■aware  of  anything  WTong,  she  might  have  given  a  hint 
to  him,  there  and  then.  It  need  never  have  been 
known  to  George  Godolphin — even  that  your  papa  had 
any  intention  of  paying  money  in." 

"  And  this  was  recently  ?" 

"  Only  a  w^eek,  or  so,  ago." 

Grace  pushed  her  shawl  more  off  her  shoulders,  as  if 
«he  w^ere  in  a  heat,  and  beat  her  knee  up  and  down  as 
she  sat  on  the  low  stool.  Suddenly  she  turned  to 
Isaac. 

"  Had  you  no  suspicion  that  anything  was  wrong  ?" 

"Yes,  a  slight  one,"  he  incautiously  answered.  "A 
doubt,  though,  more  than  a  suspicion." 

Grace  took  up  the  admission  w^armly.  "And  you 
could  hug  the  doubt  slyly  to  yourself  and  never  warn 
your  father!"  she  indignantly  uttered.  "A  fine  son, 
you  are,  Isaac  Hastings  1" 
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Isaac  was  of  equable  temperament.  He  did  not 
retort  on  Grace  that  he  had  warned  him,  but  that  Mr. 
Hastings  had  not  acted  npon  the  hint ;  at  least,  not 
effectually.  "  When  my  father  blames  me,  it  will  be 
time  enough  for  you  to  blame  me,  Grace,"  was  all  he 
said  in  answer.  "  And — in  my  opinion — it  might  be 
just  as  well  if  you  waited  to  hear  whether  ]\Iaria  de- 
serves blame,  before  you  cast  so  much  on  her." 

"Psha!"  returned  Grace.  "The  thing  speaks  for 
itself." 

Had  Grace  witnessed  the  bitter  sorrow,  the  prostra- 
tion_,  the  uncertainty  in  which  her  sister  was  sunk  at 
that  moment,  she  might  have  been  more  charitable  in 
her  judgment.  Practical  and  straightforward  herself,  it 
would  have  been  as  impossible  for  Grace  to  remain 
ignorant  of  her  husband's  affairs,  pecuniary  or  else,  as 
it  was  for  her  to  believe  that  Maria  Godolphin  had  re- 
mained so.  And,  if  fully  convinced  that  such  had 
indeed  been  the  fact,  Grace  w^ould  have  deemed  the 
state  of  contented  ignorance  to  be  little  less  than  a 
crime.  She  and  Maria  were  constituted  as  essentially 
different  as  two  people  can  well  be.  Pity  but  she  could 
have  seen  Maria  then  ! 

Maria  was  in  her  dining-room.  She  had  made  a  pre- 
tence of  going  down  to  dinner,  not  to  excite  the  observ- 
ation and  remarks  of  the  servants:  in  her  excessive 
sensitiveness  she  could  not  bear  that  they  should  even 
see  she  was  in  grief  Grace,  in  her  place,  might  have 
spoken  openly  and  angril}^  before  her  household  of  the 
state  of  affairs.  Not  so  Maria  :  she  buried  it  all  within 
her. 

She  could  not  eat.  Toying  with  this  plate  and  that 
plate,  she  knew  not  how  to  swallow  a  morsel  or  to  make 
pretence  to  do  so,  before  the  servants,  standing  by. 
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But  it  came  to  an  end,  that  dinner,  and  J\laria  was  left 
alone. 

She  sat  on,  musing;  her  brain  racked  with  busy 
thoughts.  To  one,  of  the  strangely  refined  organisa- 
tion of  Maria  Hastings,  a  blow,  like  the  one  fallen,  ap- 
j^eared  more  terrible  than  its  actuality.  Of  the  conse- 
quences she  as  yet  knew  little,  could  foresee  less; 
therefore  they  were  not  much  glanced  at  by  her :  but 
of  the  disgrace  Maria  took  an  exaggerated  view. 
AVhether  the  bank  went  on  again  or  not,  they  seemed 
to  have  fallen  from  their  high  pedestal;  and  Maria 
shrunk  with  a  visible  shudder  at  the  bare  thought  of 
meeting  her  friends  and  acquaintances ;  at  the  idea  of 
going  out  to  show  herself  in  the  town. 

Many  would  not  have  minded  it;  some  would  not 
have  looked  upon  it  in  the  light  of  a  disgrace  at  all-: 
minds  and  feelings,  I  say,  are  constituted  differently. 
Take  Mrs.  Charlotte  Pain,  for  example.  Had  she 
enjoyed  the  honour  of  being  George  Godolphin's  wife, 
she  would  not  have  shed  a  tear,  or  eaten  a  meal  the 
less,  or  abstained  by  so  much  as  a  single  day  from  glad- 
dening the  eyes  of  Prior's  Ash.  Walking,  riding,  or 
drivings  Charlotte  would  have  shown  herself  as  usual. 

Pierce  came  in.  And  Maria  lifted  her  head  with  a 
start,  and  made  a  pretence  of  looking  up  quite  care- 
lessly, lest  the  man  should  see  how  full  of  trouble  she 
was. 

"  Here's  that  I^Irs.  Bond  at  the  door,  ma'am,"  he  said. 
*'  I  can't  get  rid  of  her.  She  declares  that  you  gave  her 
leave  to  call,  and  said  that  you  would  see  her." 

Maria  seemed  to  grow  hot  and  cold.  That  the 
woman  had  come  for  her  ten-pound  note,  she  felt 
convinced,  induced  to  it,  perhaps,  by  the  misfortune  of 
the   day,  and — she  had   it  not  to   give   her.      Maria 
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would  have  given  a  great  deal  for  a  ten-pound  bank- 
note then. 

^'  I  will  see  her,  Pierce,"  she  said.  "  Let  her 
come  in." 

Mrs.  Bond,  civil  and  sober  to-night,  came  in,  curtsey- 
ing. Maria — ah,  that  sensitive  heart! — felt  quite 
meek  and  humbled  before  her;  very  different  from 
what  she  would  have  felt  had  she  had  the  money  to 
refund.     Mrs.  Bond  asked  for  it  civilly. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  I  cannot  give  it  to  you  to-night,"  an- 
swered Maria.     ''  I  will  send  it  to  you  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  You  promised,  ma'am,  that  I  should  have  it  when- 
ever I  axed,"  said  she. 

"I  know  I  did,"  replied  Maria,  '^f  I  had  it  in  the 
house  I  would  i>ive  it  you  now.  You  shall  have  it 
next  week." 

"  Can  I  have  it  on  jMonday  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Bond. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Maria.     "  Shall  I  send  it  to  you  ?" 

"I'd  not  give  the  trouble,"  said  Mrs.  Bond.  "I'll 
make  bold  to  step  up  again  and  get  it,  ma'am,  on 
JMonday." 

"  Very  well,"  rephed  Maria.  "  If  Miss  Meta  were 
here,  she  would  ask  after  the  parrot." 

"It's  beautiful,-"  exclaimed  Dame  Bond.  "It's  tail 
be  like  a  lovely  green  plume  o'  feathers.  But  I  ain't 
.got  used  to  its  screeching  yet.  Then  I'll  be  here  on 
Monday,  ma'am,  if  you  please.'^ 

Maria  rang  the  bell,  and  Pierce  escorted  her  to  the 
door.     To  return  again  on  Monday. 

Maria  Godolphin  never  deemed  that  she  was  not  safe 
in  making  the  promise.  Thomas  Godolphin  would  be 
home  then,  and  she  could  get  the  note  from  him. 

And  she  sat  on  alou'^,  as  before;  her  mind  more 
troubled,  her  weary  head  uj)on  her  hand. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A    DREAD   FEAPx. 

Can  you  picture  what  were  the  sensations  of  Maria  Go- 
dolj)hin  during  that  night  ?  No  :  not  unless  it  has 
been  your  lot  to  pass  through  such.  She  went  up  ta 
her  bedroom  at  the  usual  time,  not  to  excite  any  gossip 
in  the  household ;  she  undl-essed  herself  mechanically ; 
she  got  into  bed.  It  had  been  much  the  custom  with 
herself  and  George  to  sleep  with  the  bhnds  up.  They 
liked  a  light  room ;  and  a  large  gas-lamp  in  Crosse- 
street  thrcAV  its  full  light  in.  Xow,  she  lay  with  her 
eyes  closed :  not  courting  sleep ;  she  knew  that  there 
would  be  no  sleep  for  her,  no  continuous  sleep,  for 
many  and  many  a  night  to  come :  now,  she  turned  on 
her  uneasy  bed  and  lay  with  her  eyes  open :  anything 
for  a  change  in  the  monotonous  hours.  The  com- 
modious dressing-table,  its  large  glass,  its  costly  orna- 
ments, stood  between  the  windows ;  she  could  see  its 
outlines,  almost  trace  the  pattern  of  its  white  lace 
drapery  over  the  pink  silk.  The  white  window-curtains 
were  looped  up  with  pink;  some  of  the  pretty  white 
chairs  were  finished  off  with  pink  beading.  The  carpet 
was  of  green,  with  white  and  pink  roses  on  it.  A  large 
cheval-glass  swung  in  a  corner.  On  a  console  of  white 
marble,  its  frettings  of  gilt,  stood  Maria's  Prayer-book 
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and  Bible,  with  AVilson's  Supper  'and  Sacra  Privata : 
a  book  she  frequently  opened  for  a  few  minutes  in  a 
morning.  A  small  ornamental  bookcase  was  on  the 
opposite  side,  containing  some  choice  works  culled  from 
the  literature  of  the  day.  On  the  table,  in  the  centre 
of  the  room,  lay  a  small  travelling-desk  of  George's, 
which  he  had  left  there  when  packing  his  things.  All 
these  familiar  objects,  with  others,  were  perfectly  clear 
to  Maria's  eyes ;  and  yet  she  saw  them  not.  If  the 
thouo'ht  intruded  that  this  comfortable  bed-chamber 
might  not  much  longer  be  hers,  she  did  not  dwell  upon 
it.  That  phase  of  the  misfortune  had  scarcely  come. 
Her  chief  sensation  was  one  of  shivering  cold.  She  felt 
cold  all  over ;  that  nervous  coldness  which  only  those 
who  have  experienced  intense  dread  or  pain  of  mind, 
ever  have  felt.  She  shivered  inwardly  and  outwardly 
— and  she  said  perpetually,  "  When  will  the  night  be 
gone?"  It  was  only  the  precursor  of  worse  nights, 
many  of  them,  in  store. 

Morning  dawned  at  last.  Maria  watched-in  the  day- 
light ;  and  lay  closing  her  eyes  against  the  light  until 
it  was  the  usual  time  of  rising.  She  got  up,  shivering 
still,  and  unrefreshed.  Many  a  one  might  have  slept 
through  the  night,  just  as  usual,  have  risen  renovated, 
have  been  none  the  worse,  in  short,  in  spirit  or  in 
health,  for  the  blow  which  had  fallen.  Charlotte  Pain 
might  have  slept  all  the  better.  II  y  a  des  femmes 
et  des  femmes. 

It  was  Sunday  morning,  and  the  church  bells  were 
giving  token  of  it,  as  it  is  customary  for  them  to  do  at 
eight  o'clock.  When  Maria  got  down  to  breakfast,  it 
was  nearly  nine.  The  sun  was  bright,  and  the  break- 
fast-table, laid  with  its  usual  care  in  the  pleasant  dining- 
room,  was  bright  also  with  its  china  and  silver. 
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Sometliing  else  looked  bright,  uind  that  was  Miss 
Meta.  ^liss  3Ieta  came  in,  follo^ying  on  her  mamma's 
steps,  and  attended  by  Margery.  Very  bright  in  her 
Sunday  attire.  An  embroidered  white  frock,  its  sleeves 
tied  np  with  blue  ribbons,  and  a  blue  sash.  Careful 
Margery  had  put  a  large  white  pinafore  over  the  whole, 
lest  the  frock  should  come  to  grief  at  breakfast.  On 
Sunday  mornings  ]Meta  was  indulged  v*'ith  a  seat  at  her 
papa  and  mamma's  breakfast-table. 

The  child  was  a  little  bit  of  a  gourmande,  as  it  is  in 
the  nature  of  many  children  at  that  age  to  be.  She 
liked  nice  things  very  much  indeed.  Bounding  to  the 
breakfast-table,  she  stood  on  tiptoe,  her  chin  up,  regard- 
ing Avhat  there  might  be  on  it.  Maria  drew  her  to  a 
chau'  apart,  and  sat  down  with  the  child  on  her  knee, 
to  take  her  morning  kiss. 

"  Have  you  been  a  good  girl,  Meta  ?  Have  you  said 
your  prayers  ?" 

"  Yes,"  confidently  answered  Meta  to  both  questions. 

^'  She  has  said  'em  after  a  fashion,"  grunted  Margery. 
"It's  not  much  prayers  that's  got  out  of  her  on  a 
Sunday  morning,  except  hurried  ones.  I  had  to  make 
her  say  the  Lord's  Prayer  over  twice,  she  gabbled  it  so. 
Her  thoughts  are  fixed  on  coming  down  here ;  afraid 
for  fear  the  breakfast  should  be  eat,  I  suppose." 

Maria  was  in  no  mood  for  bestowing  admonition. 
She  stroked  the  child's  fair  golden  cm-Is  fondly,  and 
kissed  her  pretty  lips. 

"Where's  papa?"  asked  Meta. 

"  He   is  out,   dear.      Don't  you  remember  ?      Papa 
went  out  yesterday.     He  has  not  come  home  yet." 
\    Meta  drew  a   long  face.     Papa  indulged  her    more 
than  mamma  did,  especially  in  the  matter  of  breakfast. 
Mamma  was  apt  to  say  such  and  such  a  dainty  was  not 
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good  for  Meta :  papa  helped  her  to  it,  whether  good 
for  her  or  not. 

'  Maria  put  her  down.  "  Set  her  to  the  table,  Margery. 
It  is  cold  this  morning,  is  it  not  ?"  she  added,  as  Meta 
Avas  lifted  on  a  chair. 

'*  Cold  !"  returned  Margery.  "  Where  can  your  feel- 
ings be,  ma'am  ?     It's  a  hot  summer's  day." 

Maria  sat  down  herself  to  the  breakfast-table.  Seve- 
ral letters  lay  before  her.  On  a  Sunday  morning  the 
letters  were  brought  into  the  dining-room,  and  Pierce 
was  in  the  habit  of  laying  them  before  his  master's 
place.     To-day,  he  had  laid  them  before  Maria's. 

She  took  them  up.  All,  save  three,  were  addressed 
to  the  firm.  Two  of  these  bore  the  private  address  of 
GeorD:e  ;  the  thu-d  was  for  Marsjerv. 

"  Here  is  a  letter  for  you,  Margery,"  she  said,  laying 
the  others  in  a  stack,  that  they  might  be  carried  into 
the  bank. 

"For  me!"  returned  Margery,  taken  by  surprise. 
"  Are  you  sure,  ma'am  ?" 

For  answer,  Maria  handed  her  the  letter,  and  Mar- 
gery, rummaging  in  her  pocket  for  her  spectacles, 
opened  it  without  ceremony,  and  stood  reading  it. 

"  I  dare  say  !  what  else  wouldn't  they  like  !"  was  her 
ejaculatory  remark. 
,    "  Is  it  from  Scotland,  Margery  ?"  asked  her  mistress. 

"  It  wouldn't  be  from  nowhere  else,"  answered  Mar- 
gery, in  vexation.  "  I  have  got  no  other  kin  to  pull 
and  tug  at  me.  They  be  a  going  on  to  Wales,  she  and 
her  son,  and  she  wants  me  to  meet  her  on  the  jom-ney 
to-morrow,  just  for  an  hour's  talk.  Some  people  have 
got  consciences  !  Kide  a  matter  of  forty  mile,  and 
spend  a  sight  o'  money  in  doing  it !" 

"  Are  you  speaking  of  your  sister  ? — Mrs.  Bray." 
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•^'More's  the  pity,  I  am,"  answered  Margery.  "Selina 
-was  always  one  of  tlie  weak  ones,  ma'am.  She  says  she 
has  been  ill  again,  feels  likely  to  die,  and  is  going  to 
Wales  for  some  months  to  his  friends,  to  try  if  the  air 
Avill  benefit  her.  She'd  be  ever  grateful  for  a  five- 
pound  note,  she  adds,  not  having  a  penny-piece  beyond 
what  will  take  her  to  her  journey's  end.  I  wonder 
liow  much  they  have  had  off  me  in  the  whole,  if  it 
■come  to  be  put  down !"  wrathfully  concluded  Margery. 

"  You  can  have  a  day's  holiday,  you  know,  Margery, 
if  you  would  wish  to  meet  her  on  her  journey." 

"I  must  take  time  to  consider  of  it,"  shortly  an- 
swered Margery,  who  was  always  considerably  put  out 
by  these  applications.  "  She  has  been  nothing  but  a 
trouble  to  me,  ma'am,  ever  since  she  married  that 
iie'er-do-well.  Bray.  iSTow  then !  you  be  a  good  child, 
and  don't  upset  the  whole  cup  of  coffee  over  your 
pinafore,  as  you  did  last  Sunday  morning  l'-* 

The  parting  admonition  was  addressed  to  Meta,  in 
■conjunction  with  a  slight  shake  administered  to  that 
young  lady,  under  the  pretence  of  resettling  her  on  her 
•chair.  Meta  was  at  once  the  idol  and  the  torment 
of  Margery's  life.  Margery  withdrew,  and  Maria, 
casting  her  spiritless  eyes  on  the  breakfast-table,  took 
a  modest  piece  of  dry  toast,  and  put  a  morsel  into 
Jier  moutli. 

But  she  found  some  difiicultv  in  swallowine:  it. 
Throat  and  bread  were  alike  dry.  She  drew  the  butter 
(towards  her  and  spread  some  on  the  toast,  thinking  it 
might  mend  it.  No;  no.  She  could  not  swallow 
buttered  toast  any  more  than  dry.  The  fault  did  not 
lie  in  the  food. 

"  Would  Meta  like  a  nice  piece  of  toast  ?"  she  asked. 

Meta  liked  anything  that  was  good,  in  the  shape  of 
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eatables.  She  nodded  her  head  several  times  in  succes- 
sion, by  way  of  answer,  her  mouth  being  full.  And 
Maria  passed  the  slice  of  toast  to  her. 

The  breakfast  came  to  an  end.  Maria  took  the 
child  on  her  knee,  read  her  a  pretty  Bible  story,  as  was 
her  daily  after-breakfast  custom,  talked  to  her  a  little, 
and  then  sent  her  to  the  nursery.  She,  Maria,  sat  on 
alone.  She  heard  the  bells  ring  out  for  service,  but 
they  did  not  ring  for  her.  Maria  Godolphin  could  no 
more  have  shown  her  face  in  the  church  that  day,  than 
she  could  have  committed  some  desperately  wrong  act. 
Under  the  disgrace  which  had  fallen  upon  them,  it 
would  have  seemed,  to  her  sensitive  mind,  something 
like  an  act  of  unblushing  impudence.  She  gathered 
her  books  around  her,  and  strove  to  make  the  best 
of  them  alone.  Perhaps  she  had  scarcely  yet  realized 
the  great  fact  that  God  can  be  a  comforter  in  the  very 
darkest  affliction,  Maria's  experience  that  way  was  yet 
but  limited. 

She  had  told  the  servants  that  she  would  dine  in  the 
middle  of  the  day  with  the  child,  as  their  master  was 
out :  and  at  half-past  one  she  sat  do^vn  to  dinner,  and 
made  what  pretence  she  could  of  eating  some.  Better 
pretence  than  she  had  in  the  morning,  for  the  servants 
were  present  now.  She  took  the  wing  of  a  fowl  on  her 
plate,  and  turned  it  about  and  managed  to  finish  all  the 
white  meat.  Meta  made  up  for  her :  the  young  lady 
partook  of  the  fowl  and  other  things  with  great  relish, 
showing  no  signs  that  her  appetite  was  failing,  if  her 
mamma's  was. 

Later,  she  was  despatched  for  a  walk  with  Margery, 
and  Maria  was  once  more  alone.  She  felt  to  wish  to 
run  away  from  herself:  the  house  seemed  too  large 
for  her.     She  wandered  from  the  dining-room  to  her 
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sitting-room  up-stairs  ;  from  the  sitting-room  across  the 
vestibule  to  the  drawing-room.  She  paced  its  large 
proportions,  her  feet  sinking  into  the  rich  velvet-pile 
carpet;  she  glanced  at  the  handsome  furniture.  But 
she  saw  nothing :  the  sense  of  her  eyes,  that  day,  was 
buried  within  her. 

She  felt  indescribably  lonely  ;  she  felt  a  sense  of 
desertion.  Nobody  called  upon  her,  nobody  came  near 
her  :  even  her  brother  Eeginald  had  not  been.  People 
were  not  in  the  habit  much  of  callins:  on  her  on  a 
>Sunday ;  but  their  absence  seemed  like  neglect,  in  her 
deep  sorrow.  Standing  for  a  minute  at  one  of  the 
windows  and  looking  out  mechanically,  she  saw  Isaac 
pass. 

He  looked  up,  discerned  her  standing  there,  and 
nodded.  A  sudden  impulse  prompted  Maria  to  make  a 
sign  to  him  to  enter.  Her  brain  was  nearly  wearied 
out  with  incertitude  and  perplexity.  All  day,  all  night, 
had  she  been  wondering  how  far  the  calamity  would 
fall ;  wdiat  would  be  its  limit,  what  its  extent.  Isaac 
might  be  able  to  tell  her  something :  at  present  she  was 
in  complete  ignorance. 

He  came  up  the  stairs  swiftly,  and  entered.  "  Alone !" 
he  said,  shaking  hands  with  her.  "  How  are  you  to- 
day?" 

"  Pretty  weU,"  answered  Maria. 

"  You  were  not  at  church,  jMaria  ?" 

"  Xo,"  she  answered.     "  I  did  not  go  this  morning." 

A  constrained  sort  of  silence  ensued.  If  Maria  waited 
for  Isaac  to  speak  of  yesterday's  misfortune,  she  waited 
in  vain.  Of  all  people  in  the  world,  he  would  be  the 
least  likely  to  speak  of  it  to  George  Godolphin's  wife. 
Maria  must  do  it  herself,  if  she  wanted  it  done. 
,     "Isaac,    do   you    know  whether   the  bank   will   be 
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open  again  to-morrow  morning  ?"  she  began,  in  a  low 
tone. 

"  Xo,  I  do  not." 

"  Do  YOU  thmJc  it  will  ?  I  wisli  you  to  tell  me 
what  YOU  think,"  she  added,  in  a  j)ointedly  earnest 
tone. 

^'  You  should  ask  your  husband  for  information, 
Maria.  He  must  be  far  better  able  to  giYe  it  you 
than  I." 

She  remembered  that  George  had  told  her  she  need 
not  mention  his  haYiug  left  Prior's  Ash  until  she  saw 
Thomas  Godolphin  on  Monday  morning.  Therefore 
she  did  not  reply  to  Isaac  that  she  could  not  ask  George 
because  he  was  absent.  "  Isaac,  I  Avish  ^oic  to  tell  me," 
she  gravely  rejoined.  "AuYthing  you  know,  or  maY 
think." 

"  I  really  know  very  little,  Maria.  Nothing,  in  fact, 
for  certain.  Prior's  Ash  is  saYins:  that  the  bank  will  not 
open  again.  The  report  is  that  some  message  of  an  un- 
faYourable  nature  was  telegraphed  down  last  night  by 
Mr.  Godolphin." 

"  Telegraphed  to  whom  ?"  she  asked,  eagerly. 

*'To  Hurde.  I  cannot  say  whether  there's  any 
foundation  for  it.  Old  Hurde's  as  close  as  wax.  No 
fear  of  his  propagating  it,  if  it  has  come  ;  unless  it  lay 
in  his  business  to  do  so.  I  walked  out  of  church  with 
him,  but  he  did  not  say  a  syllable  about  it  to  me." 

Maria  sat  a  few  minutes  in  silence.  '•  If  the  bank 
should  not  go  on,  Isaac — what  then  ?" 

"A^Tiy  then — of  course  it  would  not  go  on,"  was  the 
Yery  logical  answer  returned  by  Mr.  Isaac. 

"  But  what  would  be  done,  Isaac  ?  How  would  it 
end?" 

"  Well — I  suppose  there'd  be  an  official  winding-up 
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of  affairs.  Perhaps  the  bank  miglit  be  reopened  after- 
wards on  a  smaller  scale.     I  don't  know." 

"  An  official  winding-up,"  repeated  Maria,  her  sweet 
face  turned  earnestly  on  her  brother's.  "Do  you  mean 
bankruptcy  ?" 

*'  Something  of  that." 

A  blank  pause.  "  In  banl^ruptcy,  everything  is  sold, 
is  it  not  ?  Would  these  things  have  to  be  sold  ?" — 
looking  round  upon  the  costly  furniture. 

"  Things  generally  are  sold  in  such  a  case,"  replied 
Isaac.     "  I  don't  know  how  it  would  be  in  this." 

Evidently  there  was  not  much  to  be  got  out  of  Isaac. 
He  either  did  not  know,  or  he  would  not.  Sitting  a  few 
minutes  longer,  he  departed — afraid,  possibly,  how  far 
Maria's  questions  might  extend.  Not  long  had  he  been 
gone,  when  boisterous  steps  were  heard  leaping  up  the 
stairs,  and  Keginald  Hastings — noisy,  impetuous  Eegi- 
nald — came  in.  He  seized  Maria  round  the  waist,  and 
kissed  her  heartily.     Maria  spoke  reproachfully. 

"  At  home  since  yesterday  morning,  and  not  to  have 
come  to  see  me  before  !"  she  exclaimed. 

"They  woiddn't  let  me  come  yesterday,"  bluntly 
replied  Keginald.  "  They  thought  you'd  be  all  down  in 
the  mouth  with  this  bother,  and  would  not  care  to  see 
folks.     Another  thing,  I  was  in  hot  water  with  them." 

A  faint  smile  crossed  Maria's  lips.  She  coald  not 
remember  the  time  when  Eeginald  had  7iot  come  home 
to  plunge  into  hot  water  with  the  powers  at  the  rectory. 
"What  was  the  matter?"  she  asked. 

"  Well,  it  was  the  old  grievance  about  my  bringing 
home  no  traps.  Things  do  melt  on  a  voyage  somehow — 
and  what  with  one  outlet  and  another  for  your  pay,  it's 
of  no  use  trying  to  keep  square.  I  left  the  ship,  too, 
and    came   back   in   another.     T   sav,   where's  3Ieta  ? 
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Gone  out  ?  I  should  liave  come  here  as  soon  as  dinner 
was  over,  only  Eose  kept  me.  I  am  going  to  Grace's  to 
tea.     How  is  George  Godolphin  ?     He  is  out,  too  ?" 

."He  is  well,"  replied  Maria,  passing  by  the  other 
question.  "AAliat  length  of  stay  shall  you  make  at 
home,  Reginald?" 

"  Xot  long,  if  I  know  it.  There's  a  fellow  in  London 
looking  out  for  a  ship  for  me.  I  thought  to  go  up  and 
pass  for  second  mate,  but  I  don't  suppose  I  shall  now. 
It's  as  gloomy  as  cHtch-water  this  time  at  home.  They 
are  all  regularly  cut  up  about  the  business  here.  Will 
the  bank  go  on  again,  Maria  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  anything  about  it,  Eeginald.  I  wish  I 
did  know." 

"  I  say,  Maria,"  added  the  thoughtless  fellow,  lowering 
his  voice,  "  there's  no  truth,  I  suppose,  in  what  Prior's 
Ash  is  saying  about  George  G  odolphin  ?" 

"'Wliat  is  Prior's  Ash  saying  ?"  retm^ned  Maria. 

"Ugly  things,"  answered  Eeginald.  "  I  heard  some- 
thing about — about  swindlino-." 

"  About  swindling !" 

"  Swindhng,  or  forgery,  or  some  queer  thing  of  that 
sort.     I  wouldn't  listen  to  it." 

Maria  grew  cold.  "  Tell  me  what  you  heard,  Eegi- 
nald— as  well  as  you  can  remember,"  she  said,  her 
unnatural  calmness  of  tone  and  manner  deceiving 
Eeginald,  and  cloaking  all  too  well  her  mental  agony. 

"  Tales  are  Groins'  about  that  there's  somethinp^  wrong* 
with  George.  That  he  has  not  been  doing  things  upon 
the  square.  A  bankruptcy's  ngt  much,  they  say,  except 
to  the  creditors  ;  it  can  be  got  over  :  but  if  there's  any- 
thing worse — why,  the  question  is,  will  he  get  over  it  ?" 

Maria's  heart  beat  on  as  if  it  would  burst  its  bounds  ; 
her  blood  was  coursing  through  her  veins  with  a  fiery 
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heat.     A  few  moments  of  struggle,  and  then  she  spoke, 
still  with  unnatural  calmness. 

"  It  is  not  likely,  Eeginald,  that  such  a  thing  could 
be  true." 

"  Of  course  it  is  not,"  said  Eeginald,  with  impetuous 
indignation.  '•  If  I  had  thought  it  was  true,  I  should 
not  have  asked  you  about  it,  3Iaria.  Why,  that  class  of 
people  have  to  stand  in  a  dock  and  be  tried,  and  get 
imprisoned,  and  transported,  and  all  the  rest  of  it! 
That's  just  like  Prior's  Ash !  If  it  gets  hold  of  the  story 
to-day  that  I  have  come  home  v»ithout  my  sea-chest,  to- 
morrow it  will  be  saying  that  I  have  come  home  without 
my  head.  George  Godolphin's  a  jolly  good  fellow,  and 
1  hope  he'll  turn  round  on  the  lot.  3Iany  a  time  he 
has  helped  me  out  of  a  hole  that  I  didn't  dare  ,tell  any- 
body else  of;  and  I  wish  he  may  come  triumphant  out 
of  this !" 

Eeginald  talked  on,  but  -\Iaria  heard  him  not.  An 
^wful  fear  had  been  aroused  within  her.  Entire  as  was 
her  trust  in  her  husband's  honour,  improbable  as  the 
uncertain  accusation  was,  the  terrible  fear  that  some- 
thing or  other  might  be  wrong  took  possession  of  her, 
and  turned  her  heart  to  sickness. 

"  I  bought  Meta  a  stuffed  monkey  out  there,"  con- 
tinued Eeginald,  jerking  his  head  aside  to  indicate  some 
remote  quarter  of  his  travels.  ''  I  thought  you'd  not 
like  me  to  bring  home  a  live  one  for  her — even  if  the 
skipper  had  allowed  it  to  come  in  the  ship.  I  came 
a,cross  a  stufted  one  cheap,  and  bought  it." 

Maria  roused  herself  to  smile.  "  Have  you  brought 
it  to  Prior's  Ash  ?" 

"  Well — no,"  confessed  Eeginald,  coming  down  a  tone 
or  two.  "  The  fact  is,  it  went,  with  the  rest  of  my  things. 
I'll  get  her  sometliing  better  next  vovasre.      And  now 


312         THE  SHADOW  OF  ASHLYDYAT. 

I'm  off,  Maria,  for  Grace's  tea  will  be  ready.  Ke- 
member  me  to  George  Godolpliin.  I'll  come  in  and  seo 
liim  to-morrow." 

With  a  commotion,  equal  to  that  he  had  made  iu 
ascending,  Keginald  clattered  down,  and  Maria  saw  him 
and  his  not  too  good  sailor's  jacket  go  swaying  up  the* 
street  towards  her  sister's.  It  was  the  only  jacket  of 
any  sort  Mr.  Keginald  possessed :  and  the  only  one  he- 
was  likely  to  possess,  until  he  could  learn  to  keep  him- 
self and  his  clothes. 

Maria,  with  the  new^  fear  at  her  heart — which,  strive^ 
as  she  might  to  thrust  it  indignantly  from  her,  to  ignore- 
it,  to  reason  herself  out  of  it,  tvould  continue  to  be  a. 
fear,  and  a  very  horrible  one — remained  alone  for  the- 
rest  of  the  day.  Just  before  bedtime,  Margery  came- 
to  her. 

"  I  have  been  turning  it  over  in  my  mind,  ma'am,  and 
have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it  might  be  as  well  if 
I  do  go  to  meet  my  sister.  She's  always  on  the  groan ^ 
it's  true ;  but  maybe  she  is  bad,  and  we  might  never- 
get  a  chance  of  seeing  each  other  again.  So  I  think 
I'll  go." 

"  Yery  well,"  said  Maria.  "^Harriet  can  attend  to 
Miss  Meta.  What  time  in  the  morning  must  you  he> 
away,  JMargery  ?" 

"By  half-past  six  out  of  here,"  answered  Margery^ 
"  The  train  goes  five  minutes  afore  seven.  Could  you: 
let  me  have  a  little  money,  please,  ma'am  ?  I  suppose- 
I  must  give  her  a  pound  or  two." 

]\raria  felt  startled  at  the  request.  How  was  she  to> 
comply  with  it?  '•' I  have  no  money,  Margery,"  saic? 
she,  her  heart  beating.  "  At  least,  I  have  but  very 
little.     Too  little  to  be  of  much  use  to  you." 

"Then  that   stops  it,"  returned  Margery,    with  her- 
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abrupt  freedom.  "  It's  of  no  good  for  me  to  think  of 
going,  without  money." 

"  Have  you  none  by  you  ?"  asked  Maria.  "  It  is  a 
pity  you  must  be  away  before  the  bank  opens  in  the 
morning." 

Before  the  bank 'opens  !  Was  it  spoken  in  thought- 
lessness? Or  did  she  merely  mean  to  indicate  the  hour 
of  arrival  of  Thomas  Godolphin  ? 

"  What  I  have  got  by  me  isn't  much,"  said  Margery. 
'•'  A  few  shillings  or  so.  It  might  take  me  there  and 
bring  me  back  again ;  but  Selina  will  look  glum  if  I 
dont  give  her  something." 

In  Maria's  purse  there  remained  the  sovereign  and  the- 
seven  shillings  which  George  had  seen  there.  She  gave- 
the  sovereign  to  Margery,  who  could,  if  she  chose,  give- 
it  to  her  sister.  Maria  suggested  that  more  could  be- 
sent  to  her  by  post-office  order.  Margery's  savings,, 
what  the  Brays  had  spared,  and  a  small  legacy  left  her 
by  her  former  mistress,  Mrs.  Godolphin,  were  in  George's- 
hands.  Would  she  ever  see  them  ?  It  was  a  question 
to  be  solved. 

To  her  bed ,  again  to  pass  another  night  such  as  the- 
last.  As  the  last  ?  Had  this  night  been  only  as  the- 
last,  it  might  have  been  more  calmly  borne.  The  chill 
coldness,  the  sleeplessness,  the  trouble  and  the  pain 
would  have  been  there  ;  but  not  the  sharp  agony,  the- 
awful  dread  she  scarcelv  knew  of  what,  arisino-  from  the- 
incautious  words  of  Keginald.  It  is  only  by  comparison 
that  we  can  form  a  true  estimate  of  what  is  bad,  what 
good.  Maria  Godolphin  would  have  said  the  previous 
night,  that  it  was  impossible  for  any  to  be  worse  than 
that :  noiv  she  looked  back,  and  envied  it  in  the  com- 
parison. There  had  been  the  sense  of  the  humiliation,, 
the  disgrace  arising  from  an  unfortunate  commercial 
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crisis  in  tlieir  affairs ;  but  the  worse  dread  wliich  had 
come  to  her  now  was  not  so  much  as  dreamt  of.  Curled 
up  in  her  bed,  shivering  like  one  in  mortal  cold,  lay 
Maria,  her  brain  alone  hot,  her  mouth  dry,  her  throat 
parched.     When,  oh  when  would  the  night  be  gone ! 
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CHAPTER  XXiy.^ 

COMPANY   TO    BREAKFAST. 

Fae  more  imrefreslied  did  slie  arise  in  tlie  morning 
than  on  tlie  previous  one.  The  day  was  charmingly 
beautiful ;  the  morning  hot :  but  Maria  seemed  to 
shake  ^Yitll  cold.  Margery  had  gone  on  her  journey, 
and  Harriet,  a  maid  who  waited  on  Maria,  attended  to 
the  child.  Of  course,  with  Margery  away,  Miss  Meta 
ran  riot  in  havinor  her  own  will.  She  chose  to  break- 
fast  with  her  mamma :  and  her  mamma,  who  saw  no 
particular  objection,  was  not  in  spirits  to  oppose  it. 

She  was  seated  at  the  table  opposite  Maria,  revelling 
in  coffee  and  good  things,  instead  of  plain  bread-and- 
milk.  A  pretty  picture,  with  her  light  golden  hair, 
her  smooth  face,  and  her  flushed  cheeks.  She  wore  a 
delicate  print  frock  and  a  white  pinafore,  the  sleeves 
tied  up  with  a  light  mauve-coloured  ribbon,  and  her 
pretty  little  hands  and  arms  were  never  still  above  the 
table.  In  the  midst  of  her  own  enjoyment  it  appeared 
she  found  leisure  to  observe  that  her  mamma  was 
taking  nothing. 

*'  Mamma,  why  don't  you  eat  breakfast  ?" 

"  I  am  not  hungry,  Meta." 

"  There's  Uncle  Thomas  !"  slie"  resumed. 
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Uncle  Thomas!  At  half-past  eight?  But  Meta 
was  right.  That  was  Mr.  Godolphin's  voice  in  the  hall, 
speaking  to  Pierce.  A  gleam  of  something  like  sun- 
shine darted  into  Maria's  heart.  His  early  arrival 
seemed  to  whisper  of  a  hope  that  the  bank  would  be 
reopened — though  Maria  could  not  have  told  whence 
she  drew  the  deduction. 

She  heard  him  go  into  the  bank.  But,  ere  many- 
minutes  elapsed,  he  had  come  out  again,  and  was  knock- 
ing at  the  door  of  the  breakfast-room. 

"  Come  in." 

He  came  in :  and  a  grievous  sinking  fell  upon  Maria's 
heart  as  she  looked  at  him.  In  liis  pale,  sad  counte- 
nance, bearing  too  evidently  the  traces  of  acute  mental 
suffering,  she  read  a  death-blow  to  her  hopes.  Eisiag, 
she  held  out  her  hand,  not  speaking. 

"  Uncle  Thomas,  I'm  having  breakfast  here,"  put  irk 
a  little  intruding  voice.     "  I'm  having  coffee  and  egg.'' 

Thomas  laid  his  hand  for  a  moment  on  the  child's 
head  as  he  passed  her.  He  took  a  seat  a  little  away 
from  the  table,  facing  Maria,  who  turned  to  him. 

"  Pierce  tells  me  that  George  is  not  here." 

"  He  went  to  London  on  Satiu'day  afternoon,"  said 
Maria.     "  Did  you  not  see  him  there  ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Thomas,  speaking  very  gravely. 

"He  bade  me  tell  you  this  morning  that  he  had 
gone — in  case  he  did  not  see  you  himself  in  town." 

"  Why  has  he  gone  ?     For  what  purpose  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  answered  Maria.  "That  was  all 
he  said  to  me." 

Thomas  had  his  earnest  dark-grey  eyes  fixed  upon, 
her.  Their  expression  did  not  tend  to  lessen  the  sick- 
ness at  Maria's  heart.     "  What  address  has  he  left  ?" 

''He  gave  me   none,"   replied  Maria.     '*'I  inferred 
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from  what  he  seemed  to  intimate  that  he  would  be 
very  soon  home  again.  I  'can  scarcely  remember  what 
it  was  he  really  did  'say,  his  departure  was  so  hurried. 
I  knew  nothing  of  it  until  he  had  packed  his  trunk.  He 
said  he  was  going  to  town  on  business,  and  that  I  was 
to  tell  you  on  Monday  morning." 

"  What  trunk  did  he  take  ?" 

"  The  large  one." 

*'  Then  he  must  be  thinking  of  staying  some  time." 

It  was  the  same  thought  which  had  several  times 
occurred  to  Maria.  "  The  trunk  was  addressed  to  the 
railway  terminus  in  London,  I  remember,"  she  said. 
*'  He  did  not  take  it  with  him.  It  was  sent  up  by  the 
night  train." 

'•'  Then,  in  point  of  fact,  you  can  give  me  no  inform- 
ation about  him  :  except  this  ?" 

"  No,"  she  answered,  feeling,  she  could  scarcely  tell 
why,  rather  ashamed  of  having  to  make  the  confession. 
But  it  was  no  fault  of  hers.  Thomas  Godolphin  rose 
to  retire. 

*'  I'm  having  breakfast  with  mamma.  Uncle  Thomas  !" 
persisted  the  little  busy  tongue.  *'  Margery's  gone  for 
all  day.     Perhaps  I  shall  have  dinner  with  mamma." 

*'  Hush,  Meta  !"  said  Maria,  speaking  in  a  sadly  sub- 
dued manner,  as  if  the  chatter,  intruded  into  their 
seriousness,  were  more  than  she  could  bear.  "  Thomas, 
is  the  bank  going  on  again?  WiU  it  be  opened  to- 
day?" 

"  It  will  never  go  on  again,"  was  Thomas  Godolphin's 
answer ;  and  Maria  shrank  from  the  lively  pain  of  the 
tone  in  which  the  words  were  spoken. 

There  was  a  blank  pause.  Maria  became  conscious 
that  Thomas  had  turned  and  was  looking  gravely,  it 
may  be  said  searchingly,  at  her  face. 
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"  You  have  known  notliing,  I  presume,  Maria,  of — of 
the  state  that  affairs  were  getting  into  ?  You  were  not 
in  George's  confidence  ?" 

She  returned  the  gaze  w^ith  honest  openness,  some- 
thing like  wonder  shining  forth  from  her  soft  brown 
eyes.  "  I  have  known  nothing,''  she  answered.  "  George 
never  spoke  to  me  upon  business  matters:  he  never 
would  speak  to  me  upon  them." 

Ko :  Thomas  felt  sure  that  he  had  not.  He  was 
turning  again  to  leave  the  room,  when  Maria,  her 
voice  a  timid  one,  a  delicate  blush  rising  to  her  cheeks, 
asked  if  she  could  have  some  money. 

"  I  have  none  to  give  you,  Maria." 

'•'  I  expect  Mrs.  Bond  here  after  her  ten-pound  note. 
I  don't  know  w^hat  I  shall  do,  unless  I  can  have  it  to 
give  her.  George  told  me  I  could  have  it  from  you 
this  morning." 

Thomas  Godolphin  did  not  understand.  Maria  ex- 
plained. About  her  having  taken  care  of  the  note, 
and  that  George  had  borrowed  it  on  Saturday.  Thomas 
shook  his  head.  He  was  very  sorry,  he  said,  but  he 
could  do  nothing  in  it. 

'•'  It  is  not  like  a  common  debt,"  Maria  ventured  to 
m-ge.  '"It  was  the  w^oman's  ovm.  money,  intrusted  to 
me  for  safe  keeping  on  the  understanding  that  she 
should  claim  it  w^henever  she  pleased.  I  should  be  so 
much  obliged  to  you  to  let  me  have  it." 

"  You  do  not  understand  me,  Maria.  It  is  no  want 
of  will  on  my  part.     I  have  not  the  money." 

Maria's  colour  was  gradually  receding  from  her  face, 
leaving  in  its  place  something  that  looked  like  terror. 
She  would  have  wished  to  pour  forth  question  after 
question — Has  all  om-  money  gone?  Are  we  quite 
ruined?    Has  George   done  anything  very  wrong? — 
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but  she  did  not.  In  lier  refined  sensitiveness  she  had 
not  the  courage  to  put  such  questions  to  Thomas 
Godolphin :  perhaps  she  had  not  the  courage  yet  to 
encounter  the  probable  ans\Yers. 

Thomas  left  the  room,  saying  no  more.  He  would 
not  i)ain  her  by  speaking  of  the  utter  ruin  which  had 
come  upon  them,  the  disgraceful  ruin;  of  the  awful 
trouble  looming  do>vn,  in  which  she  must  be  a  sufferer 
equally  with  himseK;  perhaps,  she  the  greatest  suf- 
ferer. Time  enough  for  it.  Maria  sat  down  in  her 
place  again,  a  dull  mist  before  her  eyes  and  in  her 
heart. 

"  Mamma,  I've  eaten  my  egg.     I  want  some  of  that." 
Meta's  finger  was  stretched  towards  the  ham  at  the 
foot  of  the  table.     IMaria  rose  mechanically  to  cut  her 
some.     There  was  no  saying  this  morning,  "  That  is 
not  good  for  Meta."      Her  heart   was   utterly  bowed 
down  beyond  resistance,  or  thought  of  it.     She  placed 
a  slice  of  ham  on  a  plate,  cut  it  into  little  pieces,  and 
laid  it  before  that  eager  young  lady. 
"Mamma,  I'd  Hke  some  buttered  roll." 
The  roll  was  supplied  also.     Whoi  would  not  Maria 
have  supplied,  if  asked  for?     All  these  commonplace 
trifles   appeared    so   pitiably    insignificant  beside    the 
dreadful  trouble  come  upon  them. 
"  A  bit  more  sugar,  please,  mamma." 
Before   any  answer   could   be   given   to  this   latter 
demand,  either  in  word  or  action,  a  tremendous  sum- 
mons at  the  hall-door  resounded   throuofh   the   house. 
Maria  shrank  from  its  sound.     A  fear,  she  knew  not  of 
what,  had  taken  up  its  place  within  her,  some  strange, 
undefined  dread,  connected  with  her  husband. 

Her  poor  heart  need  not  have  beaten  so  ;  her  breath 
need  not  have  been  held,  her  ears  strained  to  listen. 
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Pierce  tlirew  open  the  dining-room  door,  and  there 
rushed  in  a  lady,  all  demonstrative  sympathy  and 
eiigerness.  A  lady  in  a  handsome  light  Cashmere 
shawl,  which  spread  itself  over  her  dress  and  nearly 
(Covered  it,  and  a  pork -pie  straw  hat,  with  an  upright 
scarlet  tuft,  or  plume. 

It  was  Charlotte  Pain.  She  seized  ]\raria's  hand 
and  impulsively  asked  what  she  could  do  for  her.  "  I 
knew  it  would  be  so  !"  she  volubly  exclaimed — "  that 
you'd  be  looking  like  a  ghost.  That's  the  worst  of 
you,  Mrs.  George  Godolphin !  You  let  any  trifle 
worry  you.  The  moment  I  got  the  letters  in  this 
morning,  and  found  hovr  nasty  things  were  turning  out 
for  your  husband,  I  said  to  myself,  'There'll  be  Mrs. 
George  in  the  dumps  finely  !'  And  I  flung  this  shawl 
on  to  cover  my  toilette,  for  I  was  not  en  gTand  tenue, 
and  came  off  to  cheer  you,  and  see  if  I  could  be  of  any 
use." 

Charlotte  flung  her  shawl  off  as  she  spoke,  ignoring 
ceremony.  She  had  taken  the  chair  vacated  by  Thomas 
Oodolphin,  and  with  a  dexterous  movement  of  the 
hands,  the  shawl  fell  behind  her,  disclosing  the 
^'toilette."  A  washed-out  muslin  skirt  of  no  par- 
ticular colour,  tumbled,  and  a  little  torn ;  and  some 
strange-looking  thing  above  it,  neither  a  jacket  nor  a 
body,  its  shade  a  bright  yellow  and  its  buttons  purple 
^lass,  the  whole  dirty  and  stained. 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  answered  Maria,  with  a  shrink- 
ing spirit  and  a  voice  that  faltered.  Two  points  in 
jMrs.  Pain's  w^ords  had  struck  upon  her  ominously.  The 
mention  of  the  letters,  and  the  hint  conveyed  in  the 
expression,  things  turning  out  "  nasty "  for  George. 
""  Have  you  heard  from  him  ?"  she  continued. 

** Heard  from  him! — how  could  I?"  returned  Char- 
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lotte.  "London  letters  don't  come  in  this  morning. 
What  should  he  have  to  write  to  me  about,  either  ? 
I  have  heard  from  another  quarter,  and  I  have  heard 
the  rumours  in  Prior's  Ash." 

^'  Will  you  tell  me  what  you  have  heard  ?"  rejomed 
Maria. 

"Well,"  said  Charlotte,  in  a  friendly  tone,  as  she 
leaned  towards  her,  "  I  suppose  the  docket  will  be 
struck  to-day — if  it  is  not  struck  already.  The  Philis- 
tines are  down  on  the  house,  and  mean  to  declare  it 
bankrupt." 

Maria  sat  in  blank  dismay.  She  understood  but 
little  of  these  business  matters.  Charlotte  was  quite 
at  home  in  such  things.  "  What  will  be  the  proceed- 
ings ?"  Maria  asked,  after  a  pause.  "  What  do  they 
do?" 

"  Oh,  there's  a  world  of  bother,"  returned  Charlotte. 
"  It  will  drive  quiet  Thomas  Godolphin  crazy.  The 
books  have  all  to  be  gone  through  and  accounts  of 
moneys  rendered.  The  worst  is,  they'll  come  here  and 
note  down  every  individual  thing  in  the  house,  and  then 
leave  a  man  in  to  see  that  nothing's  moved.  That 
agreeable  itena  in  the  business  I  dare  say  you  may 
expect  this  morning." 

Let  us  give  Charlotte  her  due.  She  had  really  come 
in  a  sympathizing,  friendly  spirit  to  31aria  Godolphin, 
and  in  no  other.  It  may  be,  that  Charlotte  rather 
despised  her  for  being  so  simple  and  chikUsh  in  the 
ways  of  the  world,  but  that  was  only  the  more  reason 
why  she  should  help  her  if  slie  could.  Every  word  of 
information  that  i\Irs.  Pain  was  G:ivinfr,  was  as  a  da^ruer- 
prick  in  Maria's  heart.  Charlotte  had  no  suspicion  of 
this.  Had  a  similar  calamity  happened  to  herself,  she 
would  have  discussed  it  freely  with  all  the  world :  jios- 
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sessiug  no  extreme  sensibility  of  feeling,  she  did  not 
understand  it  in  another.  For  3Iaria  to  talk  of  the  mis- 
fortune, let  its  aspect  be  ever  so  bad,  seemed  to  Char- 
lotte perfectly  natural. 

Charlotte  leaned  closer  to  Maria,  and  spoke  in  a 
whisper.     "  Is  there  anything  you'd  like  to  put  away  ?" 

"  To  put  away  ?"  repeated  Maria,  not  awake  to  the 
drift  of  the  argument. 

"  Because  you  had  better  give  it  to  me  at  once. 
Spoons,  or  plate  of  any  sort,  or  your  own  jewellery ; 
any  little  things  that  you  may  want  to  save.  I'll  carry 
them  away  under  my  shawl.  Never  mind  how  heavy 
they  are.  Don't  you  understand  me?"  she  added, 
seeing  the  blank  perplexity  on  Maria's  face.  '•  If  once 
those  harpies  of  ]nen  come  in,  you  can't  move  or  hide  a 
single  article,  but  you  might  put  the  whole  house  away 
now,  if  you  could  get  it  out." 

"  But  suppose  it  were  known  ?"  asked  Maria. 

"Then  there'd  be  a  row,"  was  Charlotte's  candid 
answer.  "Who's  to  know  it?  Look  at  that  little 
stufferl" 

Meaning  Miss  Meta,  who  was  filling  her  mouth  pretty 
quickly  with  the  pieces  of  ham  and  the  buttered  roll, 
eemingly  with  great  relish. 

"  Is  it  good,  child  ?"  said  Charlotte. 

For  answer,  3Ieta  nodded  her  head,  too  busy  to  speak. 
Maria,  as  in  civility  bound,  invited  her  visitor  to  take 
some  breakfast. 

"I  don't  care  if  I  do,"  said  Charlotte.  "I  was  just 
going  to  breakfast  when  I  came  off  to  you.  Look  here, 
Mrs.  George  Godolphin.  I'll  help  myself:  you  go 
meanwhile  and  make  up  a  few  parcels  for  me.  Just 
what  you  set  most  value  by,  you  know." 

"  I  should  be  afraid,"  answered  Maria.  . 
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"What  is  there  to  be  afraid  of?"  asked  Charlotte, 
opening  her  eyes.  "  They'll  be  safe  enough  at  the 
Folly.  That  is  Lady  Godolphin's ;  her  private  pro- 
perty. The  bankruptcy  can't  touch  that ;  as  it  will  tliis 
place  and  Ashlydyat.  For  the  matter  of  that,  I'd  swear 
they  were  mine  with  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  if  they  did 
get  to  be  seen." 

"  x^shlydyat !"  broke  from  Maria's  lips. 

"  Ashlydyat  will  have  to  go  of  course,  and  everything 
in  it.  At  the  same  time  that  those  harpies  walk  in  here, 
another  set  will  walk  into  Ashlydyat.  I  should  like  to 
see  Janet's  face  when  they  arrive !  You  make  haste, 
and  put  up  all  you  can.  There  may  be  no  time  to 
lose." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  would  be  right,"  debated  Maria. 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  about  '  rio-ht !'  Such  thino-s  are 
done  every  day.  I  dare  say  you  have  many  little 
valuables  that  you  had  rather  keep  than  lose." 

"  I  have  many  that  it  would  be  a  great  grief  to  me  to 
lose." 

"  Well,  go  and  put  them  together.  I  will  take  every 
care  of  them,  and  return  them  to  you  when  the  affair 
has  blown  over." 

Maria  hesitated.  To  her  honourable  mind,  there  ap- 
peared to  be  something  like  fraud  in  attempting  such  a 
thing.  "  Will  you  allow  me  just  to  ask  Thomas  Godol- 
phin  if  I  may  do  it  ?"  she  said. 

Charlotte  Pain  began  to  believe  that  jMaria  must  be 
an  ichot.  '-  Ask  Thomas  Godolphin !  You  would  get  an 
answer !  Why,  Mrs.  George,  you  know  what  Thomas 
Godolphin  is — witli  his  straitlaced  principles !  He 
would  cut  himself  in  two  rather  than  save  a  button 
if  it  was  not  legally  his,  to  save.  I  believe  if  by  the 
stroke  of  a  pen  he  could  make  it  appear  that  Ashlydyat 
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could  not  be  touclied,  he'd  not  make  the  stroke.  Were 
you  to  go  with  such  a  question  to  Thomas  Grodolphin, 
he'd  order  you,  in  his  brother's  name,  not  to  put  aside 
as  much  as  a  ten-and-sixpenny  ring.  You  must  do  it 
without  the  knowledge  of  Thomas  Godolphin." 

"  Then  I  think  I  would  rather  not  do  it,"  said  Maria. 
"  Thank  you  all  the  same,  Mrs.  Pain." 

Mrs.  Pain  shrugged  lier  shoulders  with  a  movement  of 
contempt,  threw  off  the  pork-pie,  and  drew  her  chair  to 
the  break.ast-table.  Maria  pom-ed  out  some  coffee, 
and  helped  her  to  what  she  chose  to  take. 

"  Are  you  sure  the — the  people  you  speak  of  will  be 
in  the  house  to-day  ?"  asked  Maria. 

"  I  suppose  they  wilL" 

"I  wish  George  would  come  back!"  involuntarily 
broke  from  Maria's  lips." 

"  He'd  be  a  great  simpleton  if  he  did,"  said  Charlotte. 
"  He's  safer  where  he  is." 

"  Safer  from  what  ?"  quickly  asked  Maria. 

"  From  bother.  I  should  not  come  if  I  were  George. 
I  should  let  them  fight  the  battle  out  without  me. 
Mrs.  George  Godolphin,"  added  Charlotte,  meaning  to 
be  good-natured,  ''you  had  better  reconsider  your  re- 
solve and  let  me  save  you  a  few  things.  Kot  a  stick  or 
stone  will  be  left  to  you.  This  will  be  a  dreadful  failure? 
and  you  won't  be  spared.  They'll  take  every  trinket 
you  possess,  leaving  you  nothing  but  your  wedding- 
ring."  ^ 

Maria  could  not  be  persuaded.  She  seemed  alto- 
gether in  a  fog,  understanding  little :  but  she  felt  that 
what  Charlotte  proposed  would  not  be  ^\-ithin  the  strict 
rules  of  right. 

"  They'll  poke  their  noses  into  drawers  and  boxes,  into 
every  hole  and  comer  in  the  house ;  and  from  that  time 
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forth  the  tilings  are  not  yours,  but  theii's,"  persisted 
Charlotte,  for  her  information. 

^'I  cannot  helj)  it,"  sighed  Maria.  "I  wish  George 
was  here !'' 

"At  any  rate,  you'll  do  one  thing,"  said  Charlotte. 
"  You'll  let  me  carry  off  the  child  for  the  day.  It  wull 
not  be  a  pleasant  sight  for  her,  young  as  she  is,  to 
witness  a  lot  of  great  hulkmg  men.^oing  through  the 
rooms,  marking  down  the  furniture.  I'll  take  her  back 
with  me." 

Maria  made  no  immediate  reply.  She  did  not  par- 
ticularly like  the  companionship  of  Mrs.  Pain  for  Meta. 
Charlotte  saw  her  hesitation. 

"  Are  you  thinking  she  will  be  a  trouble  ?  Nothing 
of  the  sort.  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  her  for  the  day,  and 
it  is  as  well  to  spare  her  such  sights.  I  am  sui'e  her 
papa  would  say  so." 

Maria  thought  he  would,  and  she  thought  how  kind 
Mrs.  Pain  was.     Charlotte  turned  to  Meta. 

"  Will  Meta  come  and  spend  the  day  at  Lady  Godol- 
phin's  Folly  ? — and  have  a  high  swing  made  between  the 
trees,  and  go  out  in  the  carriage  in  tne  afternoon,  and 
buy  sugar-plums  ?" 

Meta  looked  dubious,  and  honoured  the  invitation- 
giver  with  a  full  stare  in  the  face.  Notwithstanding  the 
s^ving  and  the  sugar-plums — both  very  great  attractions 
indeed  to  Meta — certain  reminiscences  of  her  last  visit 
to  the  Folly  were  intruding  themselves. 

"  Are  the  dogs  there  ?"  asked  she. 

Charlotte  gave  a  most  decided  shake  of  the  head, 
putting  down  her  coffee-cup  to  do  it.  '^The  dogs  are 
gone,"  she  said.  "They  were  naughty  dogs  to  Meta, 
and  they  have  been  shut  up  in  the  pit-hole,  and  can 
never  come  out  again." 
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"Xever,  never?"  inquired  Meta,  her  wide-open  eyes 
as  earnest  as  her  tongue. 

"  Never,"  said  Charlotte.  "  The  gi^eat  big  pit-hole  lid's 
fastened  down  with  a  strong  brass  cliain :  a  chain  as 
thick  as  Meta's  arm.  It  is  all  right,"  added  Charlotte, 
in  an  aside  whisper  to  Maria,  while  pretending  to  reach 
over  the  breakfast-table  for  an  egg-spoon.  "  She  shan't 
as  much  as  hear  the  dogs.  I'll  have  them  fastened  in 
the  stable.     We'll  have  such  a  beautiful  swing,  Meta !" 

Meta  gobbled  down  the  remainder  of  her  breakfast 
and  slid  off  her  chair.  Keassured  upon  the  subject  of 
the  dogs,  she  was  eager  to  be  off  at  once  to  the  pleasures 
of  the  swing.  Maria  rang  for  Harriet,  and  gave  orders 
that  she  should  be  dressed. 

"Let  her  come  in  this  frock,"  said  Charlotte. 
"There's  no  knowing  what  damage  it  may  undergo 
before  the  day's  out." 

Meta  was  taken  away  by  Harriet.  Charlotte  finished 
her  breakfast,  and  Maria  sat  burying  her  load  of  care, 
even  from  the  eyes  of  friendly  Charlotte.  "  Do  you 
like  my  Garabaldi  shht  ?"  suddenly  asked  the  latter. 

"  Like  what  ?"  questioned  Maria,  not  catching  the 
name. 

"  This,"  replied  Charlotte,  indicating  the  yellow 
article  by  a  touch.  "  They  are  new  things  just  come 
up:  Garibaldi  shirts  they  are  called.  Mrs.  Verrall 
sent  me  three  down  from  London :  a  yellow,  a  scarlet, 
and  a  blue.  They  are  all  the  rage,  she  says.  Do  you 
admu-e  it  ?" 

But  for  Maria's  innate  politeness,  and  pei^haps  for  the 
sadness  beating  at  her  heart,  she  would  have  answered 
that  she  did  not  admire  it  at  all:  that  it  looked  an 
untidy,  shapeless  thing.  Charlotte  continued,  without 
waiting  for  a  reply  : 
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"  You  don't  see  it  to  advantage.  It  is  soiled,  and  lias 
lost  a  button  or  two.  Those  dogs  make  horrid  work  of 
my  things,  with  their  roughness  and  their  dirty  paws. 
Look  at  tliis  great  rent  in  my  gown  which  I  have 
pinned  up !  Pluto  did  that  this  morning.  He  is 
getting  fearfully  savage,  now  he's  old." 

"  You  must  not  allow  them  to  frighten  3Ieta,"  said 
Maria,  somewhat  anxiously.  "She  should  not  see 
them." 

"  I  have  told  you  she  shall  not.  Can't  you  trust  me  ? 
The  dogs "  ' 

Charlotte  paused.  Meta  came  bursting  in,  ready ;  in 
her  large  straw  hat  with  its  flapping  brim,  and  her  cool 
brown-holland  overdress.  Charlotte  rose,  drew  her 
shawl  about  her  shoulders,  and  carried  the  pork-pie  to 
the  chimney-glass,  to  settle  it  on.  Then  she  took  Meta 
by  the  hand,  said  good-morning,  and  sailed  out;  the 
effect  of  her  visit  having  been  partly  to  frighten,  partly 
to  perplex,  Maria. 

Meta  came  running  back,  all  in  a  bustle,  Charlotte 
follo\\'ing  her.  She  had  escaped  from  Charlotte's  hand 
as  Pierce  was  opening  the  street  door.  "  Mamma,  you 
have  not  read  me  a  Bible  story !"  Meta  could  not  re- 
member when  that  customary  after-breakfast  routine 
had  been  dispensed  with  before,  and  was  surprised. 

"  No,  darling.     Perhaps  I  can  read  you  one  to-night." 

"As  if  Bible  stories  did  any  good  to  children  so 
young  as  Meta!"  remarked  Charlotte,  tossing  up  the 
scarlet  tuft.  "It's  quite  waste  of  time,  Mrs.  George 
Godolphin.  I'd  rather  amuse  a  child  of  mine  with  half 
a  column  of  BelVs  Life'' 

Maria  made  no  answering  reply.  She  kissed  again 
the  little  face  held  up  to  her,  and  they  finally  departed. 
Maria  rang  for  the  breakfast-thiiigs  to  be  removed.     It 
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was  soon  done,  and  tlien  slie  sat  on  with  her  load  of 
care,  and  her  new  apprehensions.  These  agreeable 
visitors  that  Charlotte  warned  her  of — she  wondered 
that  Thomas  had  not  mentioned  it.  Would  they  take 
all  the  clothes  she  had  ujo-stairs,  leaving  her  only  what 
she  stood  upright  in  ?  AYould  they  take  Meta's  ? 
Would  they  take  her  husband's  out  of  his  drawers  and 
places  ?  W^ould  they  take  the  keeper  off  her  finger  ? 
It  was  studded  with  diamonds.  Charlotte  had  said 
they  would  only  leave  her  her  wedding-ring.  These 
thoughts  were  troubling  and  perplexing  her ;  but  only 
in  a  degree.  Compared  to  that  other  terrible  thought, 
they  were  as  nothing — the  uncertain  fear,  regarding 
lier  husband,  which  had  been  whispered  to  her  by  the 
careless  sailor,  Keginald  Hastings. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

BEAEING   THE  BRUNT. 

Thomas  Godolphin  sat  in  the  bank  parlour,  bearing 
the  brunt  of  the  shock.  With  his  pain  upon  him, 
mental  and  bodily,  he  was  facing  all  the  trouble  that 
George  ought  to  have  faced :  the  murmurs,  the  ques- 
tions, the  reproaches. 

All  was  known.  All  was  known  to  Thomas  Godol- 
phin. Not  alone  to  liim.  Could  Thomas  have  kept 
the  terrible  facts  within  his  own  breast,  have  shielded 
his  brother's  reputation  still,  he  would  have  done  it: 
but  that  was  impossible.  In  becoming  known  to  Mr. 
Godolphin,  it  had  become  known  to  others.  The  dis- 
covery had  been  made  jointly,  by  Thomas  and  by 
certain  business  gentlemen,  when  he  was  in  London  on 
the  Saturday  afternoon.  Treachery  upon  treachery ! 
The  long  course  of  deceit  on  George  Godolphin's  part 
had  come  out.  Falsified  books ;  wrongly-rendered  ac- 
counts ;  good  securities  replaced  by  false ;  false  balance- 
sheets.  Had  Thomas  Godolphin  been  less  blindly 
trustful  in  George's  honom-  and  integrity,  it  could 
never  have  been  so  effectually  accomplished.  George 
Godolphin  was  the  acting  manager :  and  Thomas,  in 
his  perfect  trust,  combined  with  his  failing  health,  had 
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left  tilings  latterly  almost  entirely  in  George's  liand>\ 
"What  business  had  he  so  to  leave  them?"  people 
were  asking  now.  Perhaps  Thomas's  own  conscience 
was  askino:  the  same.  But  why  should  he  not  have 
left  things  to  him,  considering  that  he  placed  in  him 
the  most  implicit  confidence  ?  Surely,  no  unprejudiced 
man  would  say  Thomas  Godolphin  had  been  guilty  of 
imprudence.  George  was  fully  equal  to  the  business 
confided  to  him,  in  point  of  power,  of  capacity ;  and  it 
could  not  certainly  matter  which  of  the  brothers,  equal 
partners,  equal  heads  of  the  firm,  took  its  practical 
management.  It  would  seem  not :  and  yet  they  were 
blaming  Thomas  Godolphin  now. 

Failures  of  this  nature  have  been  recorded  before, 
A\diere  fraud  has  played  its  part.  We  have  only  to 
look  to  the  records  of  our  law  courts — criminal,  bank- 
ruptcy, and  civil — for  examples.  To  transcribe  the 
precise  means  by  which  George  Godolphin  had  con- 
trived to  bear  on  in  a  course  of  deceit,  to  elude  the 
suspicion  of  the  world  in  general,  and  the  vigilance  of 
his  own  house,  would  only  be  to  recapitulate  what  has 
often  been  told  in  the  public  papers;  and  told  to  so 
much  more  purpose  than  I  could  tell  it.  It  is  rather 
with  what  may  be  called  the  domestic  phase  of  these 
tragedies  that  I  would  deal :  the  private,  home  details  ; 
the  awful  wreck  of  peace,  of  happiness,  caused  there. 
The  world  knows  enough  (rather  too  much,  sometimes) 
of  the  public  part  of  these  affairs;  but  what  does  it 
know  of  the  part  behind  the  curtain  ? — the,  if  it  may  be 
so  said,  inner  aspect  ? 

I  knew  a  gentleman,  years  ago,  who  was  a  partner  in 
a  country  banking-house ;  a  sleeping  partner ;  and  the 
bank  failed.  Failed  through  a  long-continued  course 
of  treachery  on  the  part  of  one  connected  with  it — 
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sometliing  like  that  treachery  described  to  you  as  pur- 
sued by  Mr.  George  Godolphin.  This  gentleman  (of 
whom  I  tell  you)  was  to  be  held  responsible  for  the 
losses,  so  the  creditors  and  others  decided :  the  real  delin- 
quent haying  disappeared,  escaped  beyond  their  reach. 
They  lavished  upon  him,  this  gentleman,  harsh  names  ; 
rogue,  thief,  swindler ! — while,  in  point  of  fact,  he  was 
as  innocent  and  unconscious  of  what  had  happened  as 
they  were.  He  gave  up  all  he  had ;  the  bulk  of  his 
means  had  gone  Avith  the  bank;  and  he  went  out  of 
the  hearing  of  his  abusers  for  a  while  until  things 
should  be  smoother ;  perhaps  the  bad  man  caught.  A 
short  time,  and  he  became  ill ;  and  a  medical  man  was 
called  in  to  him.  Another  short  time,  and  he  was 
dead :  and  the  doctors  said — I  heard  them  say  it — that 
his  malady  had  been  brought  on  by  grief;  that  he  had, 
in  fact,  died  of  a  broken  heart.  He  was  a  Idndly 
gentleman ;  a  good  husband,  a  good  father,  a  good 
neighbour ;  a  single-hearted,  honest  man ;  the  very 
soul  of  kindjiess  and  honour :  but  he  was  misjudged  by 
those  who  ought  to  have  known  liim  better;  and  he 
died  for  it.  I  wonder  what  the  real  rogue  felt  when  he 
heard  of  the  death?  He  was  a  relative.  There  are 
many  such  cases  in  the  world ;  where  reproachful  abuse 
is  levelled  at  one  whose  heart  is  breaking. 

There  appeared  to  be  little  doubt  that  George  Godol- 
phin's  embarrassments  had  commenced  years  ago.  It 
is  more  than  probable  that  the  money  borrowed  from 
Verrall  during  that  short  sojourn  in  Homburg  had  been 
its  precursor.  Once  in  the  hands  of  the  clever  charla- 
tan, the  crafty,  unscrupulous  bill-discounter,  who  grew 
fat  on  the  folly  of  others,  his  downward  course  was — 
perhaps  not  easy  or  swift,  but  at  all  events  sure.  If 
George  Godolphin  had  but  been  a  little  more  clear- 
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siglited,  the  evil  might  never  have  come.  Could  he  but 
have  seen  Yerrall  at  the  first  onset  as  he  was  ;  not  the 
gentleman,  the  good-hearted  man,  as  George  credulously 
believed,  but  the  low  fellow  who  traded  on  the  needs  of 
others,  the  designing  sharper,  looking  ever  after  his 
prey,  George  would  have  flung  him  far  away  with  no 
other  feeling  than  contempt.  George  Godolphin  was 
not  born  a  rogue.  George  was  by  nature  a  gentleman, 
and  an  lionest  and  open  one ;  but  once  in  the  clutches 
of  Yerrall  he  was  no  more  able  to  escape,  than  are  the  un- 
happy flies  which  go  buzzing  against  the  shining  papers, 
placed  to  catch  them,  and  there  stick.  Bit  by  bit,  step 
by  step,  gradually,  imperceptibly,  George  found  himself 
caught.  He  awoke  to  the  fact  that  he  could  neither  stir 
upwards  nor  downwards.  He  could  not  extricate  him- 
self; he  could  not  go  on  without  exposure;  Verrall,  or 
Yerrall's  agents,  those  working  in  concert  with  him, 
though  not  ostensibly,  stopped  the  supplies,  and  George 
was  in  a  fix.  Then  began  the  frauds  upon  the  bank. 
Slightly  at  first.  It  was  only  a  choice  between  that, 
and  exposure.  Between  that  and  ruin,  it  may  be  said, 
for  George's  liabilities  were  so  great,  that,  if  brought  to 
a  climax,  they  must  then  have  caused  the  bank  to  stop, 
involving^  Thomas  in  ruin  as  w^ell  as  himself.  In  his 
sanguine  temperament,  too,  he  was  always  hoping  that 
some  lucky  turn  would  redeem  the  bad  and  bring  all  to 
rights  again.  It  was  Yerrall  who  ui'ged  him  on.  It 
was  Yerrall  who,  wdth  Machiavellian  craft,  made  the 
wrong  appear  the  right ;  it  w^as  Yerrall  who  had  filled 
his  pockets  with  the  emptiness  of  George's.  That 
Yerrall  had  been  the  arch-tempter,  and  George  the 
arch-dupe,  was  clear  as  the  sun  at  noonday  to  those  who 
were  behind  the  scenes.  Unfortunately,  but  very  few 
were  beliind  the   scenes — they  might  be  counted   by 
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units — and  Yerrall  and  Co.  could  still  blazon  it  before 
the  world. 

The  wonder  was,  where  the  money  had  gone.  It 
very  often  is  the  wonder  in  these  cases.  A  wonder  too 
often  never  solved.  An  awful  amount  of  money  had 
gone  in  some  way ;  the  mystery  was,  how.  George 
Godolphin  had  kept  up  a  large  establishment;  had 
been  personally  extravagant,  privately  as  well  as  pub- 
licly ;  but  that  did  not  serve  to  account  for  the  half  of 
the  money  missing ;  not  for  a  quarter  of  it ;  nay, 
scarcely  for  a  tithe.  Had  it  been  to  save  himself  from 
hanging,  George  himself  could  not  have  told  how  or 
where  it  had  gone.  When  the  awful  sum  total  came  to 
be  added  up,  to  stare  him  in  the  face,  he  looked  at  it  in 
blank  amazement.  And  he  had  no  good  to  shovv'  for  it ; 
none  ;  the  money  had  melted,  and  he  could  not  tell  how. 

Of  course  it  had  gone  to  the  discounters.  The  tide 
of  discounting  once  set  in,  it  was  something  like  the 
nails  in  the  horseshoe,  doubling,  and  doubling,  and 
doubling.  The  money  went,  and  there  was  nothing  to 
show  for  it :  little  marvel  that  George  Godolphin  stood 
aghast  at  the  sum  total  of  the  whole,  when  the  amount 
was  raked  up — or,  as  near  the  amount  as  could  be 
guessed  at.  When  George  could  no  longer  furnish 
legitimate  funds  on  his  own  account,  the  bank  was  laid 
under  contribution  to  supply  them,  and  George  had  to 
enter  upon  a  system  of  ingenuity  to  hide  the  outgoings. 
When  those  contributions  had  been  levied  to  the  very 
utmost  extent  compatible  witli  safety,  with  the  avoid- 
ance of  sudden  and  immediate  non-discovery,  and 
George  was  at  his  wits'  end  for  money,  which  he  must 
have,  then  Yerrall  v»^hispered  of  a  way  which  George  at 
first  revolted  from,  but  which  resulted  in  the  taking  of 
the  deeds  of  Lord  Averih     Had  the  crash  not  come  as 
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it  did,  other  deeds  might  have  been  takeu.  It  is  im- 
possible to  say.  Such  a  com-se  once  entered  on  is 
always  down-hill.  Like  unto  some  other  downward 
courses,  the  only  safety  lies  in  not  yielding  to  it  at  the 
first  temptation. 

Strange  to  say,  George  Godolphin  could  not  see  the 
rogue's  part  played  by  Verrall :  or  at  best  he  saw  it 
but  very  imperfectly.  And  yet,  not  strange  ;  for  there 
are  many  of  these  cases  in  the  world.  George  had  been 
on  intimate  terms  of  friendship  with  Yerrall ;  had  been 
lie,  it  may  be  said,  with  him  and  Lady  Godolphin's 
Folly.  Mrs.  Verrall  was  pretty.  Charlotte  had  her 
attractions.  Altogether,  George  believed  yet  in  Verrall. 
Let  the  dagger's  point  be  but  decked  tastefully  with 
flowers,  and  men  will  rush  blindly  on  to  it. 

Thomas  Godolphin  sat,  some  books  before  him,  pon- 
dering the  one  weighty  question — where  could  all  the 
money  have  gone?  Until  the  present  moment,  this 
morning  when  he  had  the  books  before  him,  and  his 
thoughts  were  more  practically  directed  to  business 
details,  he  had  been  pondering  another  weighty  ques- 
tion—where had  George's  integrity  gone?  Wliither 
had  flown  his  pride  in  his  fair  good  name,  the  honom-  of 
the  Godolphins  ?  From  the  Saturday  afternoon  when 
the  dreadful  truth  came  to  light,  Thomas  had  had  little 
else  in  his  thoughts.  It  was  his  companion  through  the 
Sunday,  through  the  night  journey  afterwards  down  to 
Prior's  Ash.  He  was  more  fit  to  be  in  his  bed  than  to 
take  that  journey:  but  he  must  face  the  exasperated 
men  from  whom  George  had  flown. 

He  was  facing  them  now.  People  had  been  coming 
in  since  nine  o'clock  with  their  reproaches,  and  Thomas 
Godolphin  bore  them  patiently  and  answered  them 
meekly :  tlie  tones  of  his  voice  low,  subdued,  as  if  they 
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came  from  the  sadness  of  a  stricken  heart.  He  felt 
their  wrongs  keenly.  Could  he  have  paid  these  injured 
men  by  cutting  himself  to  pieces,  and  satisfied  them 
with  the  "pound  of  flesh,"  he  would  have  done  so,  oh 
how  willingly !  He  w^ould  have  sacrificed  his  life  and 
his  happiness  (his  happiness !),  and  done  it  cheerfully,  if 
by  that  means  they  could  have  been  paid. 

"  It's  nothing  but  a  downright  swindle.  I'll  say  it, 
sir,  to  your  face,  and  I  can't  help  saying  it.  Here  I 
bring  the  two  thousand  pound  in  my  hand,  and  I  say 
to  Mr.  George  Godolphin,  *  Will  it  be  safe  ?'  '  Yes,'  he 
answers  me,  '  it  will  be  safe.'  And  now  the  bank  has 
shut  itself  up,  and  where's  my  money  ?" 

The  speaker  was  Barnaby,  the  corn-dealer.  What 
was  Thomas  Godolphin  to  answer  ? 

'•  You  told  me,  sir,  on  Saturday,  that  the  bank  would 
open  again  to-day  for  business;  that  the  customers 
would  be  paid  in  full." 

"I  told  you  but  what  I  believed,"  rose  the  quiet 
voice  of  Thomas  Godolphin  in  answer.  "Mr.  Barnaby, 
believe  me,  this  blow  has  come  upon  no  one  more  un- 
expectedly than  it  has  upon  me." 

"  Well,  sh,  I  don't  know  what  may  be  your  mode  of 
carrying  on  business,  but  I  should  be  ashamed  to  con- 
duct mine  so  as  to  let  ruin  come  slap  upon  me  and  not 
to  have  seen  it  coming." 

Again,  what  was  Thomas  Godolphin  to  answer? 
Generous  to  the  end,  he  would  not  say,  "  My  brothei 
has  played  us  both,  alike,  false."  "  If  I  find  that  any 
care  or  caution  of  mine  could  have  averted  this,  i\Ir. 
Barnaby,  I  shall  carry  the  remorse  to  my  grave,"  was 
all  he  said. 

"  AATiat  sort  of  a  dividend  will  there  be  ?"  went  on 
the  dealer. 
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"  I  really  cannot  tell  you  yet,  Mr.  Barnaby.  I  have 
no  idea.  We  must  have  time  to  go  through  the 
books." 

"Where  is  Mr.  George  Godolphin?"  resumed  the 
applicant ;  and  it  was  a  very  natural  question.  "  Mr. 
Hurde  says  he  is  away,  but  it  is  strange  he  should  be 
away  at  such  a  time  as  this.  I  should  like  to  ask  him 
a  question  or  two." 

"  He  is  in  London,"  replied  Thomas  Godolphin. 

"But  w^hat's  he  gone  to  London  for  now?  And 
when  is  he  coming  back  ?" 

More  puzzling  questions.  Thomas  had  to  bear  the 
pain  of  many  such  that  day.  He  did  not  say,  "  My 
brother  is  gone,  we  know  not  why ;  in  point  of  fact,  he 
has  run  away."  He  spoke  aloud  the  faint  hopes  that 
rose  within  his  own  breast — that  some  train,  ere  the 
day  was  over,  would  bring  him  back  to  Prior's  Ash. 

"Don't  you  care,  Mr.  Godolphin,"  came  the  next 
wailing  plaint,  "  for  the  ruin  that  the  loss  of  this  money 
will  bring  upon  me?  I  have  a  wife  and  children, 
sh'." 

"  I  do  care,"  Thomas  answered,  his  throat  husky  and 
a  mist  in  his  eyes.  "  For  every  pang  that  this  calamity 
will  inflict  on  others,  it  inflicts  two  on  me." 

Mr.  Hurde,  who  was  busy  with  more  books  in  his 
own  department,  in  conjunction  with  some  clerks,  came 
in  to  ask  a  question,  his  pen  behind  his  ear ;  and  Mr. 
Barnaby,  seeing  no  good  to  be  derived  from  stopping, 
went  out.  Little  respite  had  Thomas  Godolphin.  The 
next  to  come  in  was  the  rector  of  All  Souls'. 

"  What  is  to  become  of  me  ?"  was  his  saluting  ques- 
tion, spoken  in  his  clear,  decisive  tone.  "  How  am  I  to 
refund  this  money  to  my  wards,  the  Chisholms  ?" 

Thomas  Godolphin  had  no  satisfactory  reply  to  make. 
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.  He  missed  the  friendly  hand  held  out  liitherto  in  greet- 
ing. Mr.  Hastings  did  not  take  a  chair,  but  stood  up 
near  the  table,  firm,  stern,  uncompromising. 

"  I  hear  George  is  off,"  he  continued. 

''  He  is  gone  to  London,  Maria  informs  me,"  replied 
Thomas  Godolphin. 

'•'  Mr.  Godolphin,  can  you  sit  there  and  tell  me  that 
you  had  no  suspicion  of  the  way  things  were  turning  ? 
That  this  ruin  has  come  on,  and  you  ignorant  ?" 

"  I  had  no  suspicion  ;  none  whatever.  JSTone  can  be 
more  utterly  surprised  than  I.  There  are  moments 
when  a  feeling  comes  over  me  that  it  cannot  be  true." 

''  Could  you  live  in  intimate  association  with  your 
brother,  and  not  see  that  he  was  turning  out  a  rogue 
and  vagabond  ?"  went  on  the  rector,  in  his  keenest 
and  most  cynical  tone. 

"I  knew  nothing,  I  suspected  nothing,"  was  the 
quiet  reply  of  Thomas. 

"How  dared  he  take  that  money  from  me  the  other 
night,  when  he  knew  that  he  was  on  the  verge  of 
ruin  ?"  asked  Mr.  Hastings.  "  He  took  it  from  me ; 
he  never  entered  it  in  the  books ;  he  applied  it,  there's 
no  doubt,  to  his  own  infamous  purposes.  When  a  sus- 
picion was  whispered  to  me  afterwards  that  the  bank 
was  wrong,  I  came  here  to  him.  I  candidly  spoke  of 
what  I  had  heard,  and  asked  him  to  return  me  the 
money,  as  a  friend,  a  relative.  Did  he  return  it? 
No :  his  answer  was  a  false,  plausible  assurance  that 
the  money  and  the  bank  were  alike  safe.  What  does 
he  call  it  ?  Eobbery  ?  It  is  worse :  it  is  deceit ;  fraud ; 
vile  swindling.  In  the  old  days,  many  a  man  has  swung 
for  less,  Mr.  Godolphin." 

Thomas  Godolphin  could  not  gainsay  it. 

"  Nine  thousand  and  forty-five  pounds !"   continued 

VOL.   II.  Z 
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the  rector.  "  How  am  I  to  make  it  good  ?  How  am  I 
to  find  money  only  for  the  education  of  Chisholm's 
children  ?  He  confided  them  and  their  money  to  me  ; 
and  how  have  I  repaid  the  trust  ?" 

Every  word  he  spoke  was  as  a  dagger  entering  the 
heart  of  Thomas  Godolphin.  He  could  only  sit  still, 
and  bear.  Had  the  malady  that  was  carrying  him  to 
the  grave  never  before  shown  itself,  the  days  of  anguish 
he  had  now  entered  on  would  have  been  sufficient  to 
induce  it. 

"If  I  find  that  Maria  knew  of  this,  that  she  was  in 
league  with  her  husband  to  deceive  me,  I  shall  feel 
inclined  to  discard  her  from  my  affections  from  hence- 
forth," resumed  the  indignant  rector.  "It  was  an 
unlucky  day  when  I  gave  my  consent  to  her  marrying 
George  Godolphin.  I  never  in  my  heart  liked  liis 
addressing  her.  It  must  have  been  instinct  warned  me 
against  it." 

"I  am  convinced  that  Maria  has  known  nothing," 
said  Thomas  Godolphin.     "  She " 

Mr.  Godolphin  stopped.  Angry  sounds  had  arisen 
outside,  and  presently  the  door  was  violently  opened, 
and  quite  a  crowd  of  clamorous  people  came  in,  ready 
to  abuse  Thomas  Godolphin,  George  not  being  there  to 
receive  the  abuse.  There  was  no  question  but  that 
day's  work  took  weeks  from  his  short  span  of  remaining 
life.  Could  a  man's  heart  break  summarily,  Thomas 
Godolphin's  would  have  broken  then.  Many  men 
would  have  retaliated :  he  felt  their  griefs,  their  wrongs, 
as  keenly  as  they  did.  They  told  him  of  their  ruin,  of 
the  desolation,  the  misery  it  would  bring  to  them,  to 
their  wives  and  families ;  some  spoke  in  a  respectful 
tone  of  quiet  j)laint,  some  were  loud,  unreasonable,  in- 
sulting.    They  demanded  to  know  Avhat  dividend  there 
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would  be ;  some  asked  in  a  covert  tone  to  have  their 
bit  of  money  returned  in  full ;  some  gave  vent  to  most 
unorthodox  language  touching  George  Godolphin ;  they 
openly  expressed  their  opinion  that  Thomas  was  con- 
niving at  his  absence ;  they  hinted  that  he  was  as 
culpable  as  the  other. 

In  one  of  them  appeared  to  glance  at  the  great  fact — 
that  Thomas  Godolphin  was  the  greatest  sufferer  of  all. 
If  they  had  lost  part  of  then  means,  he  had  lost  all  of 
his.  Did  they  remember  that  this  terrible  misfortune, 
which  they  were  blaming  him  for,  would  leave  him  a 
beggar  upon  the  face  of  the  earth  ?  He,  a  gentleman 
born  to  wealth,  to  Ashlydyat,  to  a  position  of  standing 
in  the  county,  to  honour,  to  respect  ?  It  had  all  been 
rent  away  by  the  blow,  to  leave  him  homeless  and 
penniless,  sick  with  an  incurable  malady.  Had  they 
but  reflected,  they  might  have  found  that  Thomas 
Godolphin  deserved  their  condolence  rather  than  their 
abuse. 

But  they  were  in  no  mood  to  reflect,  or  to  spare  him 
in  then-  angry  feelings  ;  they  gave  vent  to  all  the  sore- 
ness within  them — and  perhaps  it  was  excusable. 

The  rector  of  All  Souls'  had  had  his  say,  and  he 
strode  forth.  Making  his  way  to  the  dining-room,  lie 
knocked  sliarply  mth  his  stick  on  the  door,  and  then 
entered.  Maria  rose  up  and  came  forward :  something 
very  like  terror  on  her  face.  The  knock  had  frightened 
her :  it  had  conjured  up  visions  of  the  visitors  suggested 
by  Mrs.  Charlotte  Pain. 

"  Where  is  George  Godolphm  ?" 

"He  is  in  London,  papa,"  she  answered,  her  heart 
sinking  at  the  stern  tone,  the  abrupt  greeting." 

"  When  do  you  expect  him  home  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know.     He  did  not  tell  me  when  he  went ; 
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except  tliat  he  should  be  home  soon.  Will  you  not  sit 
down,  papa?" 

"  No.  When  I  brought  that  money  here  the  other 
night,  the  nine  thousand  and  forty-iive  pounds,"  he 
continued,  touching  her  shoulder  to  command  her  full 
attention,  "  could  jovl  not  have  opened  your  lips  to  tell 
me  that  it  would  be  safer  in  my  ovm  house  than  in 
this  ?" 

Maria  was  seized  with  an  inward  trembling.  She 
could  not  bear  to  be  spoken  to  in  that  stern  tone  by 
her  father.  *'Papa,  I  could  not  tell  you.  I  did  not 
know  it." 

"  Do  you  wish  to  tell  me  that  you  knew  nothing — 
nothing — of  the  state  of  your  husband's  affairs  ?  of  the 
ruin  that  was  impending  ?" 

"  I  knew  nothing,"  she  answered.  "  Until  the  bank 
closed  on  Saturday,  I  was  in  total  ignorance  that  any- 
thing was  wrong.  I  never  had  the  remotest  suspicion 
of  it." 

"  Then  1  think,  Maria,  you  ought  to  have  had  it. 
Kumour  says  that  you  are  owing  a  great  deal  of  money 
in  the  town  for  your  personal  necessaries,  housekeeping 
and  the  like." 

"  There  is  a  good  deal  owing,  I  fear,"  she  answered. 
"  George  has  not  given  me  the  money  to  pay  regularly 
of  late,  as  he  used  to  do." 

"  And  did  that  not  serve  to  open  your  eyes  ?" 

"  JSTo,"  she  faintly  said.  "  I  never  cast  a  thought  to 
anything  being  wrong." 

She  spoke  meekly,  softly,  just  as  Thomas  Godolphin 
had  spoken.  The  rector  looked  at  her  pale,  sad  face, 
and  perhaps  a  sensation  of  pity  for  his  daughter  came 
over  him,  however  bitter  he  may  have  felt  towards  her 
husband. 
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"  Well,  it  is  a  terrible  thing  for  us  all,"  he  said,  in  a 
kinder  voice,  as  he  turned  to  move  away. 
"  Will  you  not  wait,  and  sit  down,  papa  ?" 
"I  have  not  the  time  now.     Good-day,  Maria," 
As  he  went  out,  there  stood,  gathered  close  against  the 
wall,  waiting  to  go  in,  Mrs.  Bond.     Her  face  was  rather 
red  this  morning,  and  a  perfume — certainly  not  of  plain 
water — might  be  detected  in  her  vicinity.     That  snuffy 
black  gown  of  hers  went  down  in  a  reverence,  as  he 
passed.     The  rector  of  All  Souls'  strode  on.     Care  was 
too  great  at  his  heart,  to  allow  of  his  paying  attention 
to  extraneous  things,  even  though  they  appeared  in  the 
shape  of  attractive  Mrs.  Bond. 
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